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Opportunities 


DAY ONE 


The first thing you forget about are the time and date. How fast a minute goes by, how long is an hour. 


| was never good with numbers, especially as a kid. Ironic, isn't it? Math classes were a nightmare the way | 
probably was for the teachers. | was never nerd, instead | started skipping lessons in middle school and | 
became the brat of the family. | couldn't tell if that might be why my dad left, one day, when | was lb. | was 
way too young to deal with that stuff. | had my mom at her wits' end and when | started listening to rock n' 
roll, punk rock and, most important, Queen, she threw in the towel. For good, | say. | started playing the drums 
as a form of secret rebellion And that's how the jackass Taylor Hawkins from Texas soon turned into a 
wannabe Roger Taylor and started growing a great attempt of moustache. Surrounded by chaos, that seemed 
to be the only thing with a constant tempo for me to live by. And so one day, | picked up my stuff and left to 
tour with my band. We broke up three months later. | was in Oklahoma city, no money, no idea what to do.. So 


young and clueless, but determined not to sink | thought my life was about to end, when it hadn't started yet. 


| couldn't have been more wrong. 


Day one. A Monday. 


So far, it's been more than | could ever count up to, | think around twelve hours since my first day of 
imprisonment in this cell. | entered the building just as the gates opened, at around T am. of last Friday. | had 
so many exams done but the pay they offered totally made up for all of that so far. 


| had and have nothing with me, but the hope of using reason to resist for as long as | can in this white box. | 


think I've gotten into trouble, again. Despite the decades gone so fast since sweet sixteen, l'm still a mess. 


| thought it would work, had a band that was doing good, then it all fell apart. You indulge in one too many rock 
n roll clichés and one morning wake up to absolutely nothing. Your life's in pieces, even the homeless from 
down the street would chop your hands off to play in the city park so you go back home, where you friend 
tells you you need to go, that it's doing it for you, cause it's time for you to get a hold of your life or what's 
left of it and get over the fact that you'll never be a rockstar. The dream is over, you're a broke junkie and 


winter is coming. 


You can only carry your drums to nearest storage and wander for the streets, wondering what went wrong 
until you notice a piece of paper stuck to your shoe. You rub the sole against the edge of the curb, but its 
stuck, you should know - but you don't cause you're going through forced withdrawal -, for a reason, like 


everything happens in life. So you pick it up like the latest hitch of your shitty day. And there's your getaway. 


Wanted: male individuals between the age of 25 and 40 years, possibly in perfect health, freedom from emotional 
fies required, for research purposes within the field of social behavior. The project is led by the Kinsey Institute for 
Research in Sex, Gender and Reproduction, located in Bloomington, Indiana. We offer a highly competitive 
remuneration, accommodation and subsistence, in addition to reimbursement of travel expenses. Please contact us 
if interested, serious offers only. 


A one-way ticket no one could have predicted. 

Well, one could have. Although | wasn't given the luxury of intelligence, apparently. 

So here | am, staring at the black mirror on the wall, waiting for who knows what. It could be worse, it could 
be better. Truth is, I'm officially a lab rat now and no one can take that off me. I've sold my rights and here | 


am, drumming non stop on the bare mattress, counting the tiles on the ceiling, hoping this will end soon 


But this.. this is how it all started, in the first place. 


The catch - Day zero 


Author's Notes: 
Hi everyone! Here's the second chapter and yes, Dave will be joining soon. | tried and hope my attempt to fullfil 
the wish by Sailorhathor for the 20IT's A Very Kinky Rockfic Ficmas Fest will be not too bad :) 


| haven't been posting on Rockfic for quite a long time, but the prompt was way too tempting and the story 
wrote by itself, so thank you very much for the inspiration! 


Please just note that my Taylor and Dave are younger (say, around 5 to IO year younger) than current age 
Taylor and Dave. As Taylor's confession in the first chapter said, Taylor's career never took off and, due to 


his abuse of substances, he contacts the Centre as last resort, looking for money and a place to stay. 


But let's not tarry any longer, enjoy the new chapter and let me know what are your suggestions and/or 


opinions about it :) 


[2 hours earlier. 


"The fuck is this?" 


Plop. | watch the tube connected to the suction cup hang loose from the band around my arm. Quickly, a man 
in a white gown that looks none too pleased puts it back up. Once again, the head of scientists takes off his 
glasses and runs a hand on his face, rubbing the bags under his eyes back and forth. If | was any cleaner than 
this, | would suggest him to take the drugs they're injecting me. 


‘Once again, part of the equipment necessary for the experiment. Please let us take care about it, mr. 


Hawkins.” 


"Sure, I'd just like to know what this whole thing is about” My gaze lowers on the duct entering the veins in 
my forearm and another man in lab coat approaches the sack attached to it and checks something. "Not that | 
don't appreciate all the pills and the Morphine and other drugs. ‘Course | do. May | go to the bathroom first, 
though?" 


The doctor looks at me with an exasperated expression painted all over the face, his patience wearing off as he 


stares at me as if I'm a fucking monkey and probably thinks he's not paid enough to deal with this stuff. Me. 


"Mr. Hawkins.. This is a serious business. A national experiment for the sake of research and the advancement 
of science, that costs the government millions and millions of money of funds and that believes strongly into 
the total commitment of the subject involved. So let me remind you about the contract you've just signed, mr. 
Hawkins. Considering your exceptional physical abilities when not under the effect of drugs, and that, as you 
may have noticed, took quite a while to be figured out considering your previous medical status. However, the 
results of the brain scans, and hence, in particular, the responses of an area of your brain called Amygdala, 
are the reason you are still here. | wish | had all day to explain myself further but I'm afraid we don't have 
time. Just relax, Taylor. It wil take a while, but you're in very good hands. You came here for a reason, didn't 


you?" 


Doctor Creep flashes a knowing smirk at me as if | don't know what he's thinking about, naked as a worm as | 
am, skin and bones on a lab table surrounded by scientists and assistants of all kinds. When | idly nod, Doc 
smiles brightly and clap his hands. 


Excellent. So.." The assistant who checked the drug sack earlier whispers something into his ear and they both 
nods vigorously. Back at me, but the smile has almost faded. "Looks like we're ready to start, Taylor.” 


A couple of them helps me get up. I'm still chained to the metal pole and drug dispense, that | hug a little 


unsure of what's about to happen. 
"Do | get to..2" 


He laughs, than waves his hands when foreign grasps try to make me let go. "It's okay, you won't need it any 
longer. We will administer you pills every day, but we can safely say you are back to an excellent medical 
state. The medication you received is very effective, it had already done its full work when we started with 


the exams." 


‘Oh. So I'm.. fully recovered. Why do | still have this, then?" | wriggle my arm and he doesn't beat around the 


bush, ordering his minions to free me. Finally. | feel like new. Let's see. 


"You're right, Taylor. As | said, you won't need them anymore. They're just routine downers, nothing to worry 
about. Now, let's not waste other time, please follow me into your new cell for the next months.” 


Wart, what? 

"Ehr.. excuse me, did you just say months?" 

It comes out as a tiny shriek, as pussy-like as it may sound, but | don't get no answer anyway when they drag 
me to automatic, grey sliding doors and push me into a white room. | turn around only to notice they're gone, 


doors closed right in my face. Punches and kicks and screams for help are left unheard as | start strolling in 
circle, even more nervous than as | was in withdrawal. It takes me minutes that feel like hours to understand 


l'm trapped in a bulletproof trap. No leaks in the tiles, the black mirror on the room is not breakable, the 


doors are locked and reinforced, the grates' screws can't be unscrewed. 


The only thing not working flawlessly is me, the one who needs to learn to read contracts more carefully 


before signing his own death sentence. 


A playmate 


Author's Notes: 

Am | late? A little. Do | have some juicy stuff for you below? Maybe. Got someone to thank? The lovely 
Sailorhathor for sure for reviewing my efforts, and everyone reading/recommending/adding to faves from the 
Twilight Zone. The real Smut™ is coming soon. 

Chapter 3, over and out. 


DAY ONE 


The catch is you start to reflect, once you're left your thoughts and not much else. 


| can drum, sure, and that's what | do here with most of my time - apart from exercise - since | can't go for 
some grocery shopping and shit. Every few hours, | get delivered pill-based breakfasts, lunch and dinner 
through a slit into the wall, making me feel like a monkey more than | thought was possible. It opens, closes, 
makes me curious, makes me bored. | feel like a prisoner with no visitors. No own talks to me, | don't know 
what time is it, | have nothing, or close to nothing, to do, to accomplish. | don't even know why l'm here. All| 
know is it's a progressive study. Act natural. Don't break anything. Take pills. I'm turning into part of the 
furniture. 


Maybe this is the point. Maybe they're doing research on how long does it take for a human being to go total 
apeshit. If l'm still considered to be one, at this point. If so, it won't take to long to overturn said idea. It 


wouldn't be too bad for Doc and friends and, oh, for me either. 


So far, I've been drumming along the discography of Queen till 1982, playing in my head as the hard rock 
mattress and metal tubes work as drum kit and the doc team witness my performance somewhat reluctantly. 
I'm about to jump back into Hot Space, actually fuck it, let's skip right to 1184, when | hear steps and voices 
coming from behind closed doors. | hear loud protests, before a kick hits the wall from the other side. In a 
heartbeat, | bolt up and back against the ice cold tiles, far from the entrance and whatever it's about to come 


in or (hopefully) out (me). 


When the matted grey sliding doors part, they reveal a dark figure roughly of my height, arm in arm with a 
couple assistants in white coat. They're apparently holding onto it tight, like a captive, as he trashes less and 
less hard. As the optic white lights filters out of the room, an handsome brunette is escorted a step forward. 
Actually, the first thing | can make out of him or maybe just focus on are big, chocolate eyes staring at me, 
full of worry. They look like a fawn's, sprinkled with a little of fear and curiosity. Multiple times, ridiculously 
long eyelashes bat at me and then everything around; his head is aimed high and he looks very confused, 
glancing at me like l'm just part of the furniture and not an actual human being. Did | look like that? | did not. | 
sure did not. This guy must be some kind of extraterrestrial form of life. Like an angel. 


Meanwhile, | don't move a muscle. | don't dare to, | know | should, but before | can even consider the idea, the 
fawn gets pushed in and doors slide close once again. It's just an instant, right the time necessary to react, 
before the newcomer turns his back at me. Indeed, he faces the entrance and bangs on it a few times, every 


one harder and harder, calling for the doctors. 


"What the fuck!" he swears, seeming to finally give up, but nope. A split second and he resumes his protests. 
Head throbbing, | sit back on my bed. Remember when | said it could have been worse? 


"Dude, they're not gonna come back." 


His head turns in a swift move, very Matrix like, only to glare at me. Is the fawn already gone? Again, he 


bangs against the hard glass, even pushes it with a shoulder but, as expected, nothing happens. 


"Trust me, I've been at it for quite a while. The only thing opening in this rat trap is the pill delivering slit on 
the wall and you can't even fit a hand through it" 


The brunette seems to take my words into consideration, for a few seconds. He looks at me tentatively. 


"Where is it?" he goes for the investigation in a gentler tone, but is still reasonably quite wary. | notice just 
now what a young albeit smooth, occasionally biting voice with a pitch of curiosity that doesn't hide well his 
young age, he has. Hell, he's probably older than me but those bangs sure make him look almost.. what the 
fuck? There we go again. Fucking pills and their side effects. 


"Right there." | point and hurries up, following a suggestion | didn't give. That'd be cute if we weren't trapped 
into a room until a date to define. He looks like one to have dog manners. | like dogs. | have one, out of here. His 
names is Roger. However, the brunette tries to open the slit, which of course doesn't work Just as stubborn 


as Roger. After a few minutes and several tries with no good results, he paces back to the entrance. 
"Open these fucking doors!" 
"Could you please shut up?" 


"Could you please go fuck yourself?" he snarls back at me, visibly angry. "Look, maybe you wanna stay here 


and chill but | wasn't-" 
"Aware that we would be locked in here for months? Yeah." 


Hearing that, he softens his expression a bit and sighs. As desperate as he looks, even his shoulders relax 
while he studies me a little less carefully. | have never been shy, but this guy is seriously adorable, | can 
almost see him get his led out and aim them at me the way a kid would as he comes closer. Out of the cloud 


of his thoughts, he shakes his head and, after a moment, reaches out for my hand. 


"Sorry for being rude and spacing out, | guess. I'm new to.. you know." A sad smile lies on his lips. "Dave, by 


the way." 

It might be cause I'm bored, but when | shake his hand, the human contact, ice cold skin against his warm 
flesh, sends jolts down my spine for a split second. Dave. | try and smile, mirroring his sweet, apologetic 
expression. Off to a new start. Sounds good. 

“Taylor, by the way. Make yourself at home" | suggest with the worst choice of words ever, shifting a little to 
the left. The mattress doesn't make a great sitting anyway, I've been sleeping on softer rocks but there isn't 
much we can do about it, the reception is closed 24 hours a day. He looks as desperately amused as | am by 
the ironic side of the situation, though. 

"How long have you been in here?" he asks, caringly. 


"Feels like forever, but two days | think. That's eighteen rounds of Some kind of magic" 


A smile lightens up his face as doe clear eyes are back on mine. Fuck Me. He feels like Christmas morning 


when he's not shitting bricks. 
"Guitarist?" 
"Almost. Drummer." 


"No way" he giggles, looking away. | follow him with my eyes way too hard not to take his attention back up to 


me. "| used to be.. am a drummer. Still play sometimes." 


‘lm sorry, maybe it's the pill-and-misery diet talking, but.. have | seen you on magazines or something? You 


look familiar." 


The temporary smile dies on his lips without a warning, but | have no idea why and | already know he's a nut 


too tough to crack. 

| wish. That's actually not a full time job, just a hobby that | didn't take off" 

"Yet." 

Dave flashes me a sad grin of surrender and l'm afraid | know what it feels like more than | wished to. 

"Don't think so, but thanks.” 

Right as we're finally bonding a little, having some kind of human conversation, the slit in the wall opens with a 


strident sound. In the time of a sigh, I'm up and walking to the concrete container, Dave's eyes glued to my 


back. Colours and shapes bounce inside the box as if they have a life of their own. Dinner. | grab four or five 


or ten for all | care and swallow them without even thinking about water. Its routine at this point, but when | 


turn around and face Dave, he doesn't look as compliant as I've grown to be. 
"What are those?" 


| shrug. "Pills." He rolls his eyes at me. Fantasy, Taylor. This guy's gonna get you crazy before the drugs do it. 
"Vitamins?" He gives me a weird look, like he's not buying it. "What difference would it make?" 


As | talk, the clinking of more pills resounds into the little metal box. We both look down, curious, and there are 
other pills, different pills, and a note - instructions, apparently - comes with them. 


These medicines are to preserve your good health, you will need them for as long as you're under observation to 
avoid hormone imbalance and hence also most clinically serious side effects. Please be careful and fake the 
prescribed amount daily - missed doses could cause adverse reactions including sickness, emesis, multifocal and 


abdominal pain, loss of memory, temporary blackouts, hemorrhages, hallucinations and mania, death, 

| hear Dave laugh with sarcasm a few seconds before | finish reading. 

"Like hell I'm taking these." 

He strolls away, still shaking his head and chuckling as | stand there, still and confused. | stare at the pills in 
my hand and wonder if turning into a clinic case will help my case, somehow. | hear Dave jumps on the bunk 


bed above mine, in the background, and toss them right down my throat. 


Maybe they're not gonna help me get out of here, but | don't want to be the first one to go nuts. 


Some clearing 


Author's Notes: 
The inmates make progresses.. and take a shower. 


DAY TWO 


The white light breaks through my eyelids with half an effort, when | open them it's all | can see. 


White tiles, white paint on the walls above, the white underside of the mattress above my bunk, with while 
poles sustaining it, and white thin pillows, one for bunk, white naked mattresses, white ceiling, white lights, white 
grates, including the white pill deliverer, white is also the locked door situated right next to observance room. 
The pill dispenser is on the right, way too low, or maybe just low enough to give you a backache. Then there's 
the matted glass, black and oblivious as always, the only object in a different color, together with the grey 
matted sliding doors. On the left of it, the locked door. | notice now there's a light above it, probably because it 
was off, but now it's turned on the red. | also spot a speaker in the top corner above the red light, that 
comes to life a second late. A loud shrieking wakes Dave up, | sense the mattress shake violently, and a croaky 


voice follows with the good morning. 


"Testing, testing, one, two.. Okay" For a cheap county jail, maybe. " Test subjects one and two, the door up front 
left leads to the bathroom. You can only access it when the green light is on. Don't abuse it, or said right of access 
will be taken away from you. | encourage you to leave your clothes into the plastic basket by the entrance of the 
cell before you head to the showers, you will find some clean ones in the lockers inside the bathroom 


Well, now we're talking. This is a start, at least. Yawning, | sit on the mattress, sure that my cellmate will 
never leave his bunk. If | hate this place, I'm not sure why he even signed the contract papers to be locked in 
here. Despite my certainty, bed springs creak and Dave jumps off the ladder and lazily heads for the 
bathrooms. l'm glad he hasn't turned yet, sometimes he already seems to be a little lunatic, maybe it's better 
like this. Drummer or not, some people are better left to their tasks, that are literally nothing in our case, but 
that's not a good a reason to live like a wolf. | don't think he's one. He acts like he is, but | think he's just a 
little lost because he's not in control of any of this. My point is proven when he lowers the door knob and 
nothing happens. Locked. He tries again, then looks up: red light still on 


"Now what?" he slurs, in a whiny tone that makes me almost giggle. He's so impatient. 


"Please, leave your clothes into the plastic basket by the entrance of the cell before you head to the showers 
You will find some clean ones in the lockers inside the bathroom’ the voice repeats. 
Both dismayed by the very same human voice we've been listening to earlier but that are realizing now that's 


robotic, no doubt, we do as instructed - Dave does. He sighs and glance at me in exasperation, before taking 


his shirt off. 


The whole scene is a little too much for a poor man in abstinence that has had no breakfast and is about to 


get caught drowning in his own saliva. But man, itd still be worth it. 


From the not-bad-at-all lower back to the waist-level inviting dip, upwards to hills of smooth skin sprinkled 
with beauty marks that make it look like a cinnamon latte, and muscular shoulders curved forward, | can't help 
appreciating what's before my eyes. There's an instant, just a handful of seconds, while we both realize l'm 
being a creep, and that's when Dave glances at me from above his shoulder. Utterly, | look away and try and 
find something to do as he walks to the basket at the entrance and back to the locked door. | think | hear him 
giggle, but the only moment | dare to look is when he slips into the room and disappear behind the gateway, 


leaving me hanging. 


Minutes feel like hours, days even This is definitely more painful than being alone in this hell of white 
furniture and people. This is ridiculous, l'm so hungry that | swallow gladly the double dose of pills | am given 


as my cellmate is away. 


| hear the water crash to the bottom of the shower on and on, so loud that | can almost picture drops on 
that flawless freckly broad chest, muscles tense from the cold, that wet brown mane stuck to his back and 
fingers intertwined deep into it, massaging slowly and carefully, eliciting soft moans from those full rosy lips. 


| am barely aware of my state of excitement when the door finally opens. 


Also, I'm not prepared and there's not much | could have done to prepare myself to what comes out of it, 
either. Even better than | imagined him, Dave is standing there, messy dripping locks and a faint goofy smile on 
his face. He's shivering a little, considering he's wearing only a pair of white boxers that don't hide much, not 
to a keen eye anyway, his hands placed over it to casually cover himself but | can tell he's blushing till | get it 
Together and move my gaze away. Only then, he starts wiping his hair with a big towel. There's a smell of 
clean blended with Dave's pheromones, that goes straight to my head. Now | really need a cold shower, 
especially before he notices I'm hard as fuck, which, somehow, | can only dream would fucking soften his 
attitude toward this whole situation instead of just getting him to lock himself inside the bathroom. If anything, 
| think that's cold water won't be hard to find, judging by Dave's goose bumps. Now, stop staring at his chest. 
If you can behave yourself, maybe he'll do that too, eventually. 


To be honest, I'm still pretty worried about him refusing to take any pill since he's arrived. And the side 
effects are no slow in coming. A wince is all | catch as | pull out of my shirt, he waves at me to go, minimizes 


it, but | know this will not end well. Is it any of my business? Absolutely not. 


"Dave.." | turn on my heel twice, before spilling the fucking beans. "I honestly don't know what it feels like, not 


wanting to swallow any pills you are given" 
g y pls y g 


"Ehr.. Okay?" From the second step of the ladder, he stares at me awkwardly, like l'm some pill freak - that | 
happen to be, by any chance, but he doesn't need to know. 


"No, this is not what.. | mean.. you don't look like the kind of person to.. you know, swallow anything you're told 
to.." A mental facepalm, more like a slap he'd deliver by himself if he knew what's popping up in my head and 
somewhere downtown. "Fuck, why's it so hard talking to you?" | ask more to myself than to him. He raises a 
brow anyway and comes back to floor level. "| meant, | don't understand why you hate being here. | know why, 
but we're here now, aren't we?" That's not what | meant at all. "We might as well enjoy some free time, relax 


and do as suggested by the freaks with the keys." 


Words roll into his mind for quite a while, | can almost see it, and when he's done, he gives me a sympathetic 
look and heads to the pill dispenser. He's given a shit ton of pink ones, as if the reassuring color could help, and 
brings them all back to the bed. For a second, when he's next to me, he lingers, staring at his closed fist, then 
biting his lips. | have the constant sensation he's got something to tell but for whatever reason he never does. 
| don't want to rush him, he's new and has probably left someone at home, someone who'll be waiting for him 
to come back, cause | can't imagine him living alone in a sad one-room apartment with old wooden forniture, 
scrolling to infinity and beyond on Grindr to find.. what? | don't know, this is stupid. So | watch his wheels keep 
on churning as he climbs his way up into the mattress in silence, and once he manages to plop into it, a big 
thankful dog-like smile is my reward for being such a good and not-too-creepy adviser. His eyes are smiling a 
bit too, even with wet thin bangs still trapped into his lashes. 


"Thank you, Taylor. | appreciate it” 


| mirror his relaxed expression and nod, before heading to showers, aware that the weight of the world has 


just been lifted from my shoulders. 


Mating breakfast 


Author's Notes: 
„all | can say in my defense is l'm aware l've been bad. But evil writers deserve some bacon tool 


Despite my goofy efforts, the sad bunch of purple pills | managed to gather this morning roll all over the 
ceramic plate. Actually, its not even a plate, its a soap dish, | believe. And medicines originally laid over a bed 
of tiny, warm towels shaped into what should be the form of bacon. | know what you're thinking but hey, | had 


to make do. 


So | don't even attempt to climb up the creaking ladder to heaven, at this point. The angel is still sleeping and 
god may electrocute me if | do or say anything to get him into pissy mode again. Reason why | put my 
artwork back together, get on the tip of my toes and leave the plate on the edge of the mattress. 


He's sleeping on his stomach, close to the wall, and, with some luck, won't decide to roll to his left any time 
soon He's real cute, though. Even more than that. Certainly more that. Especially with such a serene 
expression on that lovely face, covered by just a hint of prickly beard, muscular arms shoved for a good half 
under the pillow.. and | hadn't focused on the tattoos yet. Now that he's gained some color back, the black of 


his tribal looks damn fine on the tapered muscle. 


| hear him snore and move, so | hide a little, but he doesn't wake up, so | can keep on giving a face to the 
persistent wet fantasies that have been keeping me awake every night since he's here. Lips parted, so relaxed, 
twitching only a few times, | can picture him being the caring, grateful man | know he is, thanking me for all | 
did for him in a warm, luscious tone | would be the only one enjoying. Laid on top of me, moaning my name and 
how hard he needs to make me feel good about it all. So | give in and give him what he wants, eyes following 


those soft lips up and down my.. 


"Uhm..." A yawn and.. chocolate eyes on me. It's a drowsy warning, but he's already pulling back a little from 
my hungry look and wincing visibly from the pain. | wonder if he's feeling all the pain | feel where | feel it, 
especially in the morning. | could definitely use a massage and would mind ease the tension for him too. Only 
when | smile innocently, he sees the plate and props himself on his elbows to analyze it. My hand is still there 
and thats where | tentatively keep it. "What... is it..supposed to be?" he asks, confused but amused. 


| slap his thigh jokingly and grin, finally allowed to introduce him to his breakfast. 
"Bacon." 


He blinks like, hello, you've got one foo many screws loose today, looking at the plate, then at me, then back at 
it. But he doesn't seem to mind my palm rubbing his upper leg. 


"Well, it's still capsules and powder, but | know how much you don't like ‘em. And I've eaten the best bacon of 
my life in DC. You used to hang out there too, so..” 


He smiles so brightly that warms my heart and my pelvis too, thinking about all the way he could thank me 
for being such a cheesy opportunist. But who am | to be blamed for hitting on such a fox? Come on, now. 


"You remembered" he murmurs, clearly impressed, nearly moved by my jackass move. Wow, and | was worried 
he didn't like the fake bacon and shit. "It's true, they were real good." Then, in a hurry, he takes it back, wiping 
that huge grin off his face. Gotcha. Don't you dare think good ol Dave is an easy lay, right? But he would be, 

if he didn't already have a broomstick stuck up his ass for whatever reason. "I mean, | don't know about yours, 


but yeah, some of them are from an outer space." 


| nod at it and wink, slow down my hand on his inner thigh. This is gonna take some work, don't be fooled by 
the blushing bride scene. "Eat it before it gets cold, it's on the house." And he tosses them all down his throat, 


one by one, as friggin’ candies. 


* * * 


‘Sorry, Taylor! It took me forever, but the water was so damn warm. Nothing to do with yesterday's. You 
gotta get in there, buddy. Its so great. Life changing.” 


It must be the boredom, but when | see him smile so bright it looks like the greatest thing since ages. I'd hit 
that. Looks like sourpuss just didn't need much to adjust his attitude, after all. | don't know if it's just because 
he can't shave, | can't tell if he's going for a new style on purpose, but | kinda like beard on him. Gotta love 
them burns. Another feature making him look like a ray of sunshine and me like lan Paice in his 60s, after a 


stroke. 

"Rad. Great to hear, man" | reply, mirroring his smile. 

The thing | don't notice straight away is that he's handing me a towel, that might be because | can't take my 
eyes off that damp, bare chest that's too close, too tempting to my own almost naked self. 

His smile dies a little as the towel is pushed gently again my belly and | know I'm being weird, but | try and 
grab it my gaze drops to his.. nope. 


"You okay?" 


Eyes. There they are. Worried. Screaming what the fuck If | offered him a piece of that smooth talking Hawk, 
he wouldn't be so stiff. Talking about morning woods. Who spit in my breakfast box today? | feel so damn 


horny, almost in a haze from arousal. 


"Sure." My hand finally closes around the cotton. | flash him a grin, feeling dizzy. "Let's go chill in the sauna" In 
the greatest commercial voice. But my mind is way too talkative today from all this positivity, the excitement 
and maybe the pills, and it feels like adding a not-too-quiet cue of my actual creative horniness, on top of that. 


"And if you want another ride, the door's open 


Houston, we lost Hawkins. There he drifts to the bathroom, to never come back Pills talking. But | bite my tongue 
and head for the shower as fast | can, telling myself | didn't see a naughty smirk on his face, right out of the 
corner of my eye. Trying to convince myself I'll lock that door behind my back and rub one out before | listen 
to my instinct, cause that's what kicking in right now. Not a sound follows and I'm glad | can only close this 


conversation here because this guy has his way to make me feel like an idiot and a pervert, too. 

The bathroom is bigger than | thought, nice. Shower is too, gladly. Quickly, | drop my pants, realizing only now 
that | haven't closed the door, so | put on the towel quickly and just ghost behind my back with a hand to 
close it. 


Except | can't. | can't close it. 


Instead, | turn around and see.. anything | need to see. 


Like a lightning striking a tree 
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Quickly, | drop my pants, realizing only now that | haven't closed the door, so | put on the towel quickly and 
just ghost behind my back with a hand to close it. 


Except | can't. | can't close it. 
Instead, | turn around and see anything | need to see. 
Dave. 


The towel wrapped around bare, tempting hips pressed against mine in a heartbeat, his boner rubbing against 
my manhood with a certain urgency. Shit. Fuck me. He feels so rough and warm. | could die right now, never 
mind the lan Paice look. l'd rock it. I'm pretty sure he didn't have this expression when he had the stroke, 


anyway. 


He stares right into my eyes, his foggy with need as he pushes me to the nearest wall, his arms quickly 
planted against it, and, when my back hits the tiles, crashes his lips against mine, eating me alive as a starving 
man would. | bite his lips, deepen the exploration, encourage my fingers to sink into that gorgeous mane and 
yank when his hands tear both of our towels away and find my ass. Likewise, it feels so natural, to tie them 
around solid hips while expert hands guide my moves, tracing my body in an almost familiar way, and that 


mouth seizes my lips and tongue, neck, jaw.. Now, this is dizziness. 


Suddenly, I'm aware of a pain | didn't know | was feeling till this guy touched me and kissed and | rub myself 
against him restlessly, eyeing the rest of the room. 


"Shower" | order and guide his feverish walk, headed backwards myself. We're staggering on wet spots in the 


mid-dark, a bulb broken above our heads and other three working, by sheer coincidence. 


"Fuck yeah" he hits back, with an animalistic groan. His prickly beard scratches my jaw, his lips voracious as | 


could have never even imagined. 


He carries me to the cell, we can't even let go of each other as we stumble and grope around looking for the 
handle. Doubling all of my moves, Dave seems to be aching as | do. Chocolate irises are on my lips and my 
chest, and | watch him quiver with anticipation when | rub myself with firm, languid strokes that rip teasing 


groans and moans out of my lungs. | so want to wreck him. | want to push him off the edge and watch him 


fall, long gone the good boy he wanted me to buy. | want him on his knees, begging. And | want to screw that 


cocksucker mouth of his. 


That is damn fine, to use it, use him and feel the need of having the same to be done to me. But | still want it 
right now. | need it. | feel my bones scream for it, my muscles ache, adrenaline rushing to my dick any time he 
looks at me with heavy lids and blurry eyes. Finally, warm water falls on us, on Dave mostly, he's shielding me 


and | shiver with my bare feet suddenly aware of how cold the tiles on the bottom of the shower are. 


"C'mere" he murmurs and opens his arms. | waste no time and soon a hot liquid blanket covers me from head 
to toe. Where it doesn't reach, Dave does. His velvety mouth is sucking in earnest on my nipple and | barely 
noticed, wrapped up into heat as | am. Not that it's not sweet as fuck, it is, but the sensations, man. Engorged 
by whirlwind of feelings, trapped between freshness and heat, wet caresses and Dave's rough touch, | give in 


to the pull of the last few days. 


In a trice, his hand is wrapped around my manhood and | can't remember how long ago they found each other. 
| just know this is gonna become too much too soon and hold on to him, panting in my ear as | stroke his 


length and watch him unfold in my hands. 


Like crashing bridges that caught fire, we lean against the dark glass walls of the shower, moans meeting in a 
corner like in a game of telephone charades, our attentive eyes in awe of the other's manhood and our own 
working hands, before | can't take it anymore and pour all of my pleasure on Dave, on his stomach, down his 
fingers. Careless in a rush, he keeps going, only slower and slower, to focus on jolts running straight to his 
pelvis. He's so helplessly close as well. | can feel his knee quiver and tremors move down his body as lightnings 


striking a tree. 


With his eyes closed, it takes him a few effort and at my whisper of "do it, come for me" he groans and 
bucks into my grip, come smearing my hips, legs and fingers, quickly washed away by water. Out of breath, we 
come back to our present and so do our consciences, at least Dave's. His chill has been washed away by the 


water too, and | see him squeezing his eyelids in pain. 


However it ends, I'm glad it began. | don't get when people are all regretful. Everyone makes mistakes, they're 
what lead us to be better human beings but | can tell from the look in his eyes he doesn't feel like a better 
human being. | watch him wince with his back pressed to the cold wall of the shower, then hang his head. 


Surprisingly half hard again as | am, he's willing to ruin it all and wank his brain out instead. | hate this man. 


"We shouldn't have" he murmurs, or | think he does. | can't hear him well with water still dripping from our 


limbs and he's not helping the cause either. 
"Are you okay?" 


| get down, bent on my knees to check if he's about to faint or throw up or whatever. It's the last thing we 
need him to, but it's no big deal either. We'll live. Then, it hits me. 


"IFs the pills. Double dose effects. Isn't it?" The heavy lidded man doesn't answer, he just groans in his gloom 
and avoids my gaze. "Dave, baby, you gotta tell me-" 


"Just go fuck yourself, Taylor" he mumbles and shoves me by one side to grab a towel and wrap himself back 
up. Got what he needed or part of it, he heads for his bunk and leaves me there, thinking I'll have to mourn 
over the crying shame it was to make it a quickie and still walk out with a raging boner with mr. Don't-ask- 


me-a-thing. 
"You go fuck yourself | retort, in a fit of rage. 


Suddenly, it's unbearable even to know he's in the nearby room, lying down on his bed, minding his own business 
like the snooty prick he pretends to be when he doesn't want the world to question him. But here's the catch, 
he's not alone. Can't be. Doesn't want to be. So | kick the door open, take it all away from him - the care, the 
company, the chance to act like a victim for his audience - but it bounces only to close back in my face, like 


it's Dave shutting me out his mind once again. 


This man is gonna drive me crazy, | can't leave. And as a crazy man would, I'd rather and still can take 


advantage of my right to sleep it all away in here for the night. 


Small talk 
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"So you grew up on the West Coast or..? You look like you might use some sun, man" No answer. "I grew up in 
Laguna Beach." A deep sigh for the bunk above. "I'm really starting to miss weekends at the beach, surfing, 


jamming.. | could definitely use a little water right now." 

Three days have gone by and not a word has come by the fucker. I'm not expecting a ‘thank you', but he 
doesn't even want to look into my eyes. No more sweet breakfast, no arguments or nasty answers. Nothing. 
Radio silence. The truth is | didn't think | would feel alone and | don't... but | do. 

"There's the bathroom" 

Drier than a Martini, the most | can get out of him. The worst part is | don't know what did | do, supposing it's 
my fault. | mean, | know I'm not perfect, | sure am not prince charming but I'm a good listener and, | like to 
think, a decent companion, so what? I'm starting to think he has some kind of complex. Multiple times, I've tried 
to tell him that was okay, I'm here for anything, before going to bed rock hard at night. If | thought the itch 
would be better, well, it did not improve at all. In fact, it got worst. Everything hurts these days and I'm slowly 
going crazy cause he won't talk to me and I'd gladly just hump his leg in silence but he wouldn't let me. 

"C'mon, D. Where did you grow up? You sound like." 


"Virginia" he says, a little exasperated. 


"Ah, Virginial That's great. Never been to Virginia | lived in DC for a short time, though. Great place for music. 
That might-" 


"Taylor. No offence, but | don't really feel like making small talk” 


Embarrassing silence. | don't know why | keep trying. Maybe it's stupid but | feel like he's better than this. | 
can't rid of this feeling, its something pushing me toward him. 


"Sure." To hell with politeness, he needs me as much as | need him to survive in this madhouse. "May | ask you 


something, Dave?" 


Another deep sigh, like he's never too tired to let me down, like a dog owner playing with a fucking stick by 


himself all day long. No pun intended.. even if I'm pretty sure he does play with his stick, or he'd be dead, killed 
by the itching and ache stirring inside of us. That and the pills, tons of ‘em, that's all Dave moves from the 
burk for. 


"No." 
There you go again 


"Why are you suck a grumpy asshole? Is it just about this place or are you normally used to pushing people 
away? You're starting to pass for that kind of guy. The fuck-and-run kind of guy." 


"Pushing people away?" he rages, abruptly. | don't see it coming, not at all, but when his pillow hits my faces, 
that hurts less than his angry glare down from the edge of his bunk. "Hear me out, mr. Know-It-All. lim here 
because | was forced to, | didn't go for it. | never strolled through the door with the will to play lovebirds with 
a jackass from Cali and survive on tasteless pills. | liked the idea of screwing my way out of the mental hell | 
come from night and day, but nope. All I'm left with is a pair of boxers since they didn't even give back our 
clothes, hurtful memories and misery I'm gonna relive again and again and again. | thought | could do it, but 


that was before | got to know it was you. Of all fucking people on Earth.” 
"Hey, hey, hey. Slow down, buddy. First off, I'm from Texas." 
"Like | don't fucking know." 


For once, | see him toss half a gazillion pills down his throat and | honestly hope he chokes on them, except | 
want an answer first, because being a dick is one thing, but deceiving me about being a dick is not fine. If 
there's only one tiny reason that can save him from the reputation he's been building like walls and ditches 
filled with crocodiles around himself, then it might something worth saving him from himself like | did with 
myself. If nothing, lying here waiting to die, then hanging around a psychopath teach me l'd rather be 
surrounded by my troubles than locked up in big, sterile white box. 


"And second, you were forced? | though you liked the idea of screwing night and day your way out of 


whatever." 


"| was.." Eyeroll, there we go again. l'm starting to get acquainted with this dick attitude more than with him. 
‘Its a long story. Let's say | just needed the money, but that's none of your business.’ 


"Right, fuck it. Now you say you needed the money, but it doesn't really matter with you. You can only focus 
on what you need, don't you? Whatever it is. A cheap fuck, money, a new life, | don't even care. But you still 
came in here as / did and signed a contract. And now you're telling me | chose it and you were forced? Fuck off. 
Go dry hump the shower's handle next time." 


| throw the pillow back to him right away, l'm just sick of always being the first one to try and reach out for 
him. Fuck him. Do | even need him? He pushes his face into the cushion and grunts, but then | believe | see him 


whine a little into it, like he doesn't know how to handle me. He handling me. Nice one. 


Despite the patience gone, | feel guilty and once again, like | couldn't let go of him. Maybe it's my basic instinct 
kicking in, like he's my buddy now and | can't just get it over with him. 


Next thing | see, it's him pulling back with the pillow. He doesn't lie down lengthwise, he just crouches, probably. 
Which makes me feel even more guilty. Should | go up and apologize like a good guy? The bruise is still fresh. 


But mine is too. He should be the one apologizing to me. Fuck, he should indeed. Alright, that's it. Let's try and 


catch some sleep. lm thinking about it tomorrow and if he doesn't apologize before me... we'll see. 


To leave this love that's left you dry 
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The worst thing about this white tiled nightmare isn't the drug diet. One thinks it might be that and yeah, 
they're insipid and thick as fuck, but still nothing compared to the pain in the ass it is to be forced to share 
your life and thoughts with such an irritatingly-positive, hyperactive fuckhead like Taylor. 


Stuck in a box where | can't even scratch my ass without him knowing about it, | feel like a hamster. | never 
had an addictive personality, but maybe it works with the right motivation and no matter how boring or painful 
life could be, it is not day and night never knowing what time it is, learning to live with itches and aches getting 


worst day by day, a bunk away from Taylor. 


Is it the worst thing ever? It is the bitchiest thing that could ever happen, but | guess that's what happens 
when karma decides its time to get you and bite you in the ass. | have no leverage here, never had. Never 
had a debt with life, either. | mean, success has a price and all, but | should've been a real douche bag, like 


more than | actually happen to be, for deserving this level of rotten luck 


If at least | could write, | would have a way to pass the time. At times, thinking about it, | wonder if Taylor 
would be able to read that too. Maybe our jailers would. Lets see what this freak Grohl's up to. Misery and love 
songs, tucking great. But the truth is, a part from a bottle of whisky and my music, that's as much as you can 


sum me up with. 


Whiny, but not as whiny as Hawkins would hate me to be, | roll on my side. The light is one, weaker but white 
as ever, and | suppose that means it's night. Or it's night for us. Taylor's light snoring cradles me and | hate 
him even more, if possible, for it. He - or yours truly - is like that catchy tune.. That one record | played one. 
Yeah, it was for Josh, not long ago. Another reason why what happened actually happened. Another reason that 


drove me here. Another reason I'm so fucked up. 


Now the time has come to leave this love thats left you dry.. 


No need to work this out now cause you know there's no reason why... 


| do, | really do. | wish sleep could drift me away, far away from here and the now just as music used To. | 
miss my music. | miss Josh.. He would understand. He'd say this is where all assholes end up. Not home sweet 
home. Quite frankly, he would be right. With people like us, you know love can't go right. You play your cards 
and walk home with empty pockets. | wish | could give him a taste of what's gonna happen if we keep on dicking 


around. But Josh's not here.. Home's not here either.. And | feel silence rendering me deaf. 


Without thinking twice, | slide a hand into my briefs and start exploring in search of | don't even know what. A 
relief. A release. My dick is hard again, balls are aching, both reminding me how painful and wrong it feels to 
prolong the inevitable. Damn it. | travel somewhere instead, fingers coated in slick, and raise my hips a bit. 
There you go. So fucking dilated, since he got me all worked up, making me wish | really would've got to fuck 
that sweet tight pussy and then he could've fucked mine again 


However, things went different and l'm now bathing in my own fucking wetness. So warm though.. and twitching 
at every.. litte.. push.. picturing Taylor's rough fingers breaching through, needing them so bad. Memories of 
when he rubbed me open in soothing, slow circles wash over me with a thrilling shock of pleasure that leaves 
me whining for more. A gasp leaves me hanging for an instant that seems to endless, my hand frozen in my 
briefs till all | hear is silence again. Fuck, | hope T is still sleeping, because this is too good to be brought to a 


halt now.. 


| let my index slide inside of me a bit, not much, just as a teasing of how good it would be to have more, so 
much more. Soon, two fingers aren't enough and | push them deep into me, trembling as my prostate react to 


the attentions administered. Fuck me, this is good. 


And..embarrassing. Knowing that a huge team of scientists is watching, studying you and your very special 
needs as your asshole throbs and slick runs down your cheeks. It's now covering all of my fingers, slowly 

soaking the back of my hand while | rub carefully against that sweet spot that | know can turn me into a 
messy puddle. Ah, fuck.. | need more. 


Need a good fuck. Need to be schooled and punished good and hard, yeah, so that | learn to stay in my place 
and to be a good boy, instead of a brat. Fingers dig deeper, moving in firm circles as the other hand squeezes 
my sack softly. So irresistibly, beautifully painful.. sensations leave me wetting all of my pelvis, my dick rock 
hard and ready to come. Pictures of that blonde spaz flood my mind. Me and him, young, so very young, and 
him being so inexperienced when I've been rolling deep into pussy and buttfucking since the beginning of the 
tour. He's new, a virgin, a little fox for me to defile and most important, he wants to impress the boss, | can 
read it in his vibrant doe eyes. Maybe it's his positivity, maybe his clumsiness, but | like him looking away 


whenever | catch him staring at me. 


Innocently, he fibs. Clumsily so, even, believes | can't detect his recital, and keeps on making up stories about 
himself and rookies having a hot time when | ask him how he spent the rest of the previous night. He does it a 


few times, exaggerating every minor detail when | know he spends all of his late nights masturbating on mental 


pictures of me. The guy really thinks | haven't heard him. | was up too. Doing guess what. But he's a naive kid 


who wants to be cool and | let him enjoy five minutes of "I'm smarter than Dave" cause it's fun 


One night in particular, | tickle his fancy and lead him backstage with the premise to get hammered and have 
some serious rockstar fun. His eyes are shining, he takes the bait so well I'm tempted to stick it in his mouth 
right away but he's Taylor we're talking about. We're becoming tight and doesn't matter how much fun | could 
get out of this, | don't want it to fuck with the band and our relationship. 


So | give him a chance, treat him like a special guest almost, school him with shots and shit. | spoil him the 
way | love to, only to test him and later drive him crazy. It doesn't take long and, to my surprise, I'm the one 
who finds himself down on his knees. | blow him backstage, do it with an awful lot of passion too, crouched in a 
bathroom that's at best three feet by three feet, with barely enough breathing space for two, while some 
Rolling Stone's interviewer is looking for him. Not that | mind. It's like salt sprinkled on an open wound to him, 
though, to keep him in there knowing that someone that matters is out there finally looking forward to talk 
with him. | make him choose and he doesn't miss a beat. When | look up, he's biting his lip hard. That's not 


what | want.. or was it? | wanted it and more. 


Quickly, | push baggy shorts down to the dirty floor and thank god, he's always half naked, ready for action. | 
barely have the patience to unzip myself before sticking my dick deep into him, spurring him to scream my 
name. | want everyone to know he's taken now and so it happens. In a matter of twenty minutes, an half hour 


tops, | fuck him roughly, knowing it's not gonna last but making sure he remembers about who's the boss and 


why and he does, oh, the little fucker is so loud about it. 


On the verge of madness, | rub my lenght without grabbing it and tease it instead. Doesn't it feels great. The 
combination of feelings sets me on fire, veins pulsing hard on the length. My dick pushes deeper and deeper 
into Taylor, as he purrs and moans and cries he's my bitch, my sweet pussy, my princess to pamper and fuck 
whenever | feel the itch. So close.. so very close.. just seconds away.. ah.. god.. T.. holy.. fuuuck Jesus. Jeeesus. 


That was..something. Something so very needed. 


Panting, | let the fingers slip out of me slowly and the feeling of emptiness downs on me, leaving deeply 
unsatisfied. This is so unfair. Unlike back then, | need more and can't have it. Not even a silicone distraction, or 
a buzzing ring to keep it down.. none of that. Ah, screw everything. | hate myself. | hate Taylor. | hate sex. | 
hate being still awake. 


So | follow his advice, Josh's advice. Think about what he would suggest right here, right now, and can almost 
see freckles lighting up the ceiling as pale fingers brush my hair back, nodding at the pills left under my 
pillows. | kept some for tomorrow and the day after planning to avoid strolling around not to meet Hawkins, but 
what's the use of planning ahead when you're stuck in a cage with your thoughts killing you. You'd rather do it 
by yourself. Josh knows it. | read it in his look as they slide along my tongue. | read it on his blurry lips as 


thoughts and pills are swallowed and gone. 


There's no tomorrow, they sings. 


Ghosts from reality 
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| feel like | should make a premise to the following, since it's written according to Dave's POV and it might not 
be as clear as | wanted it to be when | wrote it. It is a hallucination caused by drugs, which Dave is not aware 


of. Memories come to the surface and.. 


"' love you, T. Speak to me. Whatever you want, you'll have it. Just." 


I'm torn, for the millionth time. The torture show knows no commercial breaks and it moves on from my 
pathetic excuses, proposals or solutions as Taylor moves from collecting his keys to the number on the fridge 
to the few bags left in the house. Every night | try, every night | fail. | cant get him back. He's always walking 


out the door, no matter what. 


His face contorts into a painful expression that says there's nothing | can do. Because there's nothing | can do. 
Foo Fighters are a company officially in the red. They're dead and buried. 


‘Im sorry, D" he repeats, visibly irritated. "We have already talked about if." 


He pursues his speech, that | know by heart, but that manages to wreck me every time worse. | see myself 
from the outside and I'm in tiny pieces, my heart is, as | sit miserable at the kitchen table. His bag brush 
against the dirty floor, passport at hand, he has taken everything. That's cause he's never coming back 


He's heard of this clinic. Has read about it on a newspaper, months ago. One morning, he read out loud the 


article and we laughed about it. We mocked it together. What kind of people would ever go to such a place? 


"fm sorry we didn't work. Youll find a way to move on with time. You should." Don't even say it. | didn't listen 
anyway, as you told me what | should or should not do with my broken heart. "/ really gotta go now, Im late 
for the appointment. You'll hear from my lawyer." 


Ring 


It's piercing and loud and forces my eyes open, when | didn't know they were closed. | feel like waking up from a 
coma, what it must feel like, but | don't remember drinking last night. Not that | would if | did. A white light 
blinds me. I'm not at home, that's as far as my knowledge goes. Shit. Nothing. | can't open my eyes, lids are like 
glued. Out of breath, | try to sit up. | hear voices in the distance but | feel alone at the same time. Just like a 
caged animal. | grip to the surface | was lying on only to realize fingers are shaking. Shit. Alright, easy buddy. 


We're gonna figure it out one step at a time. It is cold metal l'm gripping onto. 


Then, it hits me. 


They're panic attacks. Night terrors. Back fo it again ve been dreaming of this place. I've been locked up for 


weeks. 
"Okay... okay...” 


| try to moisten my lips but there's no saliva left in the fucking Sahara of my mouth. | touch my face, 
probably only to check if it's still there, and tell myself it's just a dream that will end soon. 

A gust of wind against my body makes me realize l'm naked or barely naked, and that's when my eyes finally 
open. They try, | try, and we make it out together. | see a blinding white wall and nothing else. For a bunch of 
moments, all | really want to do is cry like a pussy, maybe that will wake this fucker up and teach him a good 
lesson before he quits therapy, which he was totally meant to do the upcoming Friday, but never mind. No, 
after this Miss Riley will throw his crazy ass into a mental hospital of something and | don't think I'll have 
enough to plead for mercy, at this point. Not sure that | will want to, too. Sitting cross-legged on the table, | 
bang the back of my head against the wall. Think, think, think. And wake up please, this place is starting to 
scary me. Legs are tingling, palms are sweaty, so | let my limbs so freedom, let then stretch a bit, maybe | 


should go look for some water in this dream plac- 
"What the..?" 


Its like falling into the void, only I'm still sitting on the table. | lean right over the edge and.. it can't be. | look 
up ~ l'm an idiot. Palm the ceiling carefully, as if it could fall on me all at once, without warning. Then | pull 
back my shivering feet and dare to glance again, cause how can it be that | realize just now I've been ten feet 
off the floor all this time. This feels like a modern jail with Ikea furniture and my perceptions fucked up, but 


the peripheral vision is so gone | freak out in my own nightmare. 


The floor is so far away, meters by the look of it, the ceiling hanging so low and it almost feels like walls are 
closing in on me. | should call for help but who can save you from your own madness? You're the illness, no 
way out of this. No way out of here. The floor seems to move away by the minute and I'm beyond terrified 


but how real it feels. It never.. never lasted so long. 

"Fuck.. Fuck, wake up-p. Wake the f-fuck up!" 

Nothing. 

The voices are quiet, no answer. Nothing. 

Then, | see it. A little window of hope, my way to get out of this. | crawl along the table desperately and climb 
what appears to be a tall closet, uncertain at first as | squish between it and the ceiling, then faster. | crawl 


my way to clean metal grate, holding on for dear life for what it seems to be the longest time. Made it, end of 


the line. | reach out my hand trying my best not to fall off of the top of the closet and.. 


„No 

Shit, no. 

No, no, no. 

Please. 

Fuck, please. 

Dont be locked 

Don't be fucking.. fuck 


| barely brush against the hem of it, with the tip of my fingers wanting so bad to hold back when they feel 
the cold wind, but that's all | get. That's how far | can reach without letting go of the edge of the closet. 
That's how far | can go without staking my life. 

| resonate for a moment, then hold back. 


This is not worth it. 


l'm gonna hang on and wake up, at some point. Make waffles for the family, drink some hot coffee, bring the 
kids to school. 


My eyes wander to the grate, unable to shut the thought out. 

But what if this is not a dream? 

What if there won't be any coffee for me today? And what about tomorrow? 

Reluctantly, | lie down where | am. | close my eyes, try and fall asleep. Make it for a little, then wake up to 
white walls and my naked body. So | wait some more. And some more. And.. more. Hours or minutes, who can 
tell? 

| will be sitting here ‘till the end of my life. 

No more coffee. No more kids to bring to school. No more Foo Fighters or playing drums or music. No more 
Mom's cookies. No more Mackie barking in the morning because he wants to go out even with three feet of 
snow on the ground. No more fever on the seventh day of tour, always a charm. And.. no more Taylor tossing 
Kleenex at me. No more Taylor making herbal tea cause it's what his mom made for him when he was a little 
brat who was allowed to stay in bed all day and listen to Queen on his walkman, which of course l'm always 


forced to when I'm weak and can't fight back. Not that | mind some Queen or some Taylor. 


| wriggle to get a hand to my face in the tightness of my lair, but catch a tear instead. So this is it. lim stuck 
and I'm getting old here. 


Eyes dare to the grate once again 


Before | can think about it, I'm inches away from freedom again, progressing less cautious this time, and 
before | can think again.. | roll down the closet and my back cracks against the floor. 

| hear the loudest of cries in the distance as black dots crowd over me, an indistinct figure coming closer and 
apparently embracing me. | feel careless and warm, but it's all too quick for my senses and | can't fight it 


before the white turns into black. 


Free fall 


Heaven.. Im in heaven. 
And my heart beats so that | can hardly speak.. 
And | seem to find the happiness | seek.. 


The recoil is still happening, limbs fly and I'm in free fall.. but | never hit the floor. My body doesn't ache, it 
feels warm, head feels light, a vinyl is playing far away.. until a weak hospital scent crawls up my nostrils and 
shoves me back to reality. Slow and surreal as a baby coming to life, | squeeze my eyes open, slipping out of 
the soothing daze | was into till moments ago. 


| barely recognize my body, but my fingers curl around the edge of metal arm rests that reminds me of 
some horror movie. In fact, the second thing | notice bothers me a little: a needle's stuck in my arm. 
Someone's stuck it. | try and lift the other one to take it out right away but | find my mind still floating in 
space and | can hardly coordinate my movements, let alone finding the strength to make a full fist and pull. 
White tiles surround me and slowly | start to reconnect and remember what happened. The closet.. the grate... 


Everything is so distorted. 


| almost jump out of my skin when something, someone touches my hand, the one whose arm is still paralyzed, 
pierced and clinging to the cold metal arm of my seat, holding for dear life. It takes me an instant or two to 
realize | know these eyes, hazel irises now filled with sorrow and a strange hint of sour happiness, this 


comforting touch, these scrawny hands, the sad smile.. 


"Ho..ly..fuck" | manage to slur. Like a man just saved from drowning, my head is spinning and | wheeze a bit, 
unable to hold back the tears of joy or shock as my nurse gently swab my forehead with a wet rag. "T- 
Taylor...” 


Weak but determined and quickly recovering, | almost tear all of the tubes off of me as | hurry and lean over 

to hug him, who's sitting on a spare metal surface that kinda resembles a bed, his bed. Soon enough, he stops 

me and approaches me instead, closing his arms carefully around nape and shoulders. | feel his nose pressed to 
the skin of my neck and can't stop repeating his name till its loud and strong enough to be heard, till I'm short 
of breath, and it loses its meaning and we're just clinging one to the other, me whining, with him hushing me 


and caressing my hair softly, my fingers digging into his bare back. 
“Taylor. Oh, Taylor... Tay..." 
"I's okay buddy, I'm here.. You had a bad dream. Let it go." 


My tears are the only thing to keep us warm. We're still pretty naked, both of us, but | don't mind. Not that it 
matters compared to the rest of this madness, but I'm starting to feel cold and can't help but wonder why 
we're here and where is here. ls someone gonna take us out of here anytime soon? if not, how are we gonna 


survive? Will | die in here? Will Taylor end up that way, too? 


"Taylor... Tay-lor.. We gotta.. we gotta do, go." 


Its irritating, not to able to actually speak and resonate like a proper human being, but its stronger than me. 
Taylor is surprisingly calm and if nothing, one of us isn’t incoherently babbling and trembling, chained in tubes. 


"Dave, please." he holds onto my wrists but | don't understand, | really don't till he yanks them a little and 
makes me hold still. "Dave. You gotta calm down, okay? | know you're scared, but I'm here, we're gonna make it. 


You just gotta stay quiet and recover right now." 


He nods at the tubes connected to what appears to be an untagged saline bag and | weakly flinch in answer, 


taking myself a moment of silence to relax at best and gather my questions together. 
"What are these?" | yank gently at the tubes, before he glares at me. 


"| don't know for sure, but.the doctors came in and fixed you after you fell from your bunk. You probably had 
a nightmare, you were trashing and babbling nonsense and.. you know, it was quite a fall. | don't know if they'll 


come back, so hold on please. | can't..." 


Irritation turns into fear for a split second, even if he tries to hide it. He takes my hands in his and looks right 
into my eyes, begging me silently. Even the confusion about doctors and why | would ever be at a hospital 


thins out. 


"I know we got off on the wrong foot. | just can't make it without you." He looks at me with an apologetic 
expression on his face and | have no idea why. Wrong foot? What the heck is he talking about? "I'm sorry." 
Only then, flashes of memories come back to the surface. This place.. Taylor introducing himself to me.. Wet 
bare skin, his, pressed against mine... his lips moving feverish along my neck.. a door slammed close.. 


It is all my fault. 
"M-me too.." | mumble, and | mean it. 


Out of the blue, irritangly so, the little hole in my skin where the tube connects to my veins begins to hitch 
and it doesn't take long before | start feeling a little different, a little better apparently, clearer minded, when a 
gush of quite warm air blows into the room and | know it's coming from the grate. Lights seem to be a little 
warmer. After a couple minutes of silence, Taylor stands up and also realizes the temperature is considerably 


rising. 


"Are you still cold?" he asks, as caring as | remember him not being for such a long time. It's like seeing him 
for the first time in ages. Smooth, bare skin moves so close | can almost feel the heat on me. Capable hands 
fumbling and rough, parted lips.. jaw clenched but oh-so-tempting.. muscles a bit tense from the chill and such 
a taut abdomen.. | shake my head, feeling it lighter, but not enough to pass out. This is certainly different. 


"| just feel." 


He looks back at me, almost worried as earlier when | don't finish my sentence and doesn't move his eyes away 


even as he kneels next to me, but | don't know how to tell him that it's not about that kind of pain, this time. 
It is.. 


"What? Dave..? How do you feel?" 


Careless 


Author's Notes: 
* Excerpt from Royal Blood's song ‘Careless’, that partially inspired the following chapter. 


Buzzzz.. 


| can hear the hot air escaping the grate, making the metal vibrate a little above us, screws unsteady. It's all | 
can focus on, trying not to meet Taylor's inquisitive gaze. | know he's just worried about all of this as | am, 
but.. | feel way to guilty and stupid to look up and face him right now. Back to eight-year-old Davey Grohl and 


even earlier. 
"Dave n 


| blush uncontrollably and try to push myself back into the seat, very stupid tactic considering it's freaking 
metal and if | could bend it we would already be on our way out of here. Instead, he reaches out and tries to 
get a hold of me as he did earlier but this time | won't let him, because if | lose him now I'd be alone and I'd 
rather survive closed into the closet than let him know what is going on with my body. The stake is too high. 
Its hard, impossible to explain to myself so how should | be able to explain it to him? 


"Dave, what is going on? You can tell me." 


He sounds irritated again, if not confused. | try and cover myself regardless, pushing myself as far as | can 
from his body and his grip until he straightens me by force and inevitably looks down. 


Oh..." 


"Yeah, |." | try to excuse myself, but fail miserably cause | have no clue what I'm at. This is the most 
embarrassing I've ever felt since that one time Timmy Jones pointed out in front of the whole class | cried like 
a little girl after scraping my knee at the baseball match, which, for the record, was pretty rough on me. Only 
difference, I'm thirty years older now. And the scraped knee is a raging boner in plain sight. “Taylor, | don't 
really know what the fuck is going on" 


I've said it, finally. I've freaking said it. It took me a boner to say it while the situation's getting worse and 
worse, but it's a start. Even if only the start of the end. 


"Well, thanks for the update but.. ehr.. don't you think this is quite a bad timing, dude?" he attempts to joke 
about it, | roll my eyes. 


| would appreciate it - Taylor being Taylor -, not now though. It's always been like this. Whenever l'm nervous 


or really worried, whatever makes me electric body and mind, he's like water pouring right on my power lines. 
This reminds me of an interview we did, some guy asking me who I'd rather not be stuck in an elevator with. 


Well, | confirm my answer. 
"No, why? | just came in here to get laid and turns out we've been kidnapped” 


He wrinkles his face, hands pinned on his hips as if he isn't as naked as | am. | gotta give him that, at least. 
He's always been careless. / wish / cared less, but Im afraid | don’t. He couldnt care less, so | guess he won't. * 


"Now, that's a start. You sure didn't lie about the drug thing. You feel so much better, T-man. | would consider 
keeping this up." 


| glare down at the tubes, not quite minding about his jokes. "Yeah, you know what? | should-" 


"Dave, | don't know if.. | think you should keep it. Until we're sure you're okay, at least. Eventually, they helped 
you when you were injured. You hit your head, there was.. blood gushing all over the floor" he says with a 
little of disgust or maybe just feeling the pain on himself. "They sewed you up, put tubes into you without 
saying a word as | watched and waited. You slept forever. A whole day, at the very least" 


"They..helped me?" If | look puzzled, that's always better than what you'd see go on in my brain if you could 
open my head very Frankenstein-like. "We can't.. l'm so confused, T. This doesn't feel right. Can we trust the 
people who put us here, in the first place? Cause | don't remember coming here on my own will" says the guy 
who thought he was living a nightmare, which he eventually is. He wakes up half a minute later, feeling eighty. 
‘Or | did, yeah, maybe | did, but we still can't be sure of what they're doing, we can't just sit down and let 


them play with our brains and bodies!" 


"| don't know, D, | just know they didn't let you diel" he cries out, exasperated, kicking the side of its metal bed. 


"Stop thinking we made the wrong choice. We're here now." 


| don't think I've ever seen him so exhausted, as if he's tired of holding back from teaching me a thing or two 
because l'm irritating him and | realize | am, but | don't know why. | just feel so touchy and | need some kind of 
contact, never mind what | will have to do to get it. | feel my body asking me for it, its crazy, and as Taylor 
turns around, | see him writhe with the same intensity, as if he knew | could read his mind and him mine. 


It's a matter of a few seconds before he comes back to me and | stand up, tubes stretching, his hand 

grabbing me by my hair like a hungry animal, biting kisses out of my lips, pushing the seat away roughly till 
my back hits the wall with a thud. Hands start wondering, mine rush for smooth skin that's not too hard to 
find, his do the same and grab my hips, still sore from the fall, pulling my legs up around his hips in a swift, 


firm move. It almost doesn't feel like Taylor, after all this time. 
If | wasn't glancing at him from under heavy lids, | couldn't believe it's him. But it is. 


It is him, feeding me needy, hot kisses with his warm muscular torso pressed to mine, calloused fingers 


groping me hungrily, strong legs keeping me into place. He bites my jaw, my neck, like I've only seen him to 
groupies a few times, the best of times. But that was different, we are different. We sure are now, and | 
couldn't feel worse and better than | do at the moment with my best friend's hard-on rubbing against my ass, 


as | moan like a cat in heat and he gives into my every need, whispering into my ear. 
"Shit" | hiss, almost surely leaving red marks on his back. 
"Fuck... | need to..." 


| spread my legs a little more, desperate for him as he looks, and feel the tip of his hard dick pushing at my 
opening, as scary and painful as it may be, but | don't mind. | feel like a virgin again and he's taking his time to 
beat around the bush until | realize he's not, he's trying to hold back, to find a reason not to do this and | 
guess he does in the end, because he lets go of me quite abruptly and paces to the frontal wall, face to the 
tiles. 


Removing the tube sticking into my arm with a flinch, | follow him at my pace. Silently, | kiss the skin between 
his shoulder blades once | can, feeling him shiver as he tenses and does anything still in his power to hold still. 
As softly as possible in our conditions, | start grinding against him - it is harder than me, to try and get him 
to turn around but he barely moves and when he faces me, he also pushes me away. In his eyes, | see an 


anger | never saw before and it puts things into perspective. He looks so wounded. 


"Go to bed, Dave. Go away. Please" he cries, irritated and desperate as | am but, at the same, in a whole 
different way. Like he didn't sleep for days. | see him almost break down when | move a step backward, 
uncertain. Then he turns more serious than ever, his voice steady, his grip firm and tight when he heads to 


his bunk and yanks me to the metal ladder, sending me on my way. 


| can't do it, D, | won't. | won't fuck up the only thing left for both of us. Now go." 


Role reversal 


In the quiet of a prison cell, every noise echo like gunshots. The creaking of bed springs is a creepy lullaby. The 
tapping of a feet keeps the time of a minute. Sounds are bullets with no name written on, groans bouncing on 


metal and pottery, and every day the silence gets unbearably louder and louder. 


| would know if this was some state of comatose or pre-death experience. I've been there. And | couldn't hear 
soft snores coming from the bunk above mine. In fact, they were from the armchair next to my bed. | don't 

remember who the guy was, | suppose a close friend, but somehow everything's so blurry. Its one of the few 
moments frozen in time, as when you look back and see nothing.but that. | can still hear him calling my name 

relentlessly.. like Dave does, never tired or maybe too tired to say anything else, like he doesn't recognize me. | 
probably look like hell right now, but he still looks at me.. that way. Like the guy from the hospital, and it gets 
to me in a weird way, like there's something there, even if | know there is not. Truth is, | used to be as stuck 


in a hospital bed as he is now - maybe that's what. 


Shit, if he had me as hero in a cape a few hours ago, now l'm just the sick buddy who cornered him and 


almost fucked his brain out against a hospital wall or whatever. 
"Tay-lor..”" 


Up there, | hear him tremble and groan again. ls he dreaming? Maybe only going crazy? If he is, then | am 
getting there faster. But he's the toughest guy | know, he's been through a shitload of crazy stuff and still 
puts up with me and everyone else. He's supposed to be the hero here, if there has to be one, not me. And 
what if he's up there, cold, lonely and scared, a quivering mess talking to the wall, telling it my name over and 


over, throwing it up syllable after syllable? 
Alright, l'm done. 


| sit up, then stand up, then climb up the metal ladder. It's not as cold as it used to be on day one, after they 
turned the heat on, but its not Bahamas either. What | see proves it and breaks my heart at the same time. 


Dave is curled into a ball, bathing in sweat, a thick pillow tight between his arms and legs, his head resting on 
it too, with chocolate hair sprawled all over the white. It's like a splash of colour. He quivers a little, like a 
feverish kid, and I'm almost afraid he's gonna evaporate any minute now. Only fleeble moans escaping his lips as 
if he can sense l'm near, remind me he couldn't. 

My name. Again 

Ah, screw it. 


| climb up to the metal surface and lie down next to his body, wrapping my arms around his torso in the 
attempt to warm him up a little by rubbing his back. He doesn't wake up yet, that's good, great, he needs 


some rest and I'm not sure l'm ready to face what happened. On the other hand, this is Dave. My only Dave. 
The only company | might have, say, for months. Or years. Either way, | know | can trust him. | sure as hell 
can't let him freeze to death and | won't. He seems to cooperate too, and rubs his face against my chest, a 
partially content, relieved expression finally on his face. I'm beyond grateful to see him a little more peaceful, if 
even for a minute. | don't know how long it will last, but | know he won't last if he gives in He's a tough guy, 
that's for sure, but what happened is new for both of us and.. | am glad there's something between us. Even 
if just a pillow. Makes it less weird. Instead, | enjoy his presence. Having him giving up to me entirely makes me 
feel responsible, this is my chance to take care of someone, the only person that truly needs me. All | want is 


to never see this man hurt again and | hope | won't mess it up, no matter how unbearable the pain becomes.. 


He doesn't even open his eyes, maybe because of the pain, maybe cause he's too tired. | don't know and | don't 
care when he pulls me closer, hand stroking the back of my neck so sweetly as that body of his heats up. My 
lips look for his and we connect once again, needy for some contact. He's especially hungry, finding the strength 


to do nothing but push away the pillow from between us and grinding against my legs as a horny puppy. 
"Fuck, Dave. Behave..." | whine in vain. 


Relentless, he moans and dry humps my leg, crying for attention. The hot temperature doesn't seem to be 
enough to stop him, when he plants tiny kisses up and down my neck, his ruffled hair for me to bury my nose 
into. Fuck, too much. I'm a human, too. 


"D, if you don't stop it, | won't be able to hold back" 


"Don't, then" he mumbles in a drunk kid voice, making both of us giggle. "I'm in heat, take care of me." Then, his 
palm travels to the bulge in my boxers and rubs me right into corruption, teasing me till I'm rock hard, his 
soft lips still wandering all over my chest and neck, driving me insane. "I'm your recovering little cub, | need to 


be mounted." 


Giggles reach my ears before | can resonate and explain to him cubs don't need to be mounted, but | know 


better and he does too, as he thrusts his dick against mine. Well, he truly is in heat. 


Fucking him isn't happening, no doubt. That'd be inconsiderate, unless that was the only way to make him heal. 
But that can wait for us to see what'll happen. What | can't wait for, though, is taking care of him. So | slip 
lower down his body till his demanding hands find my hair and drive me to his raging boner with a lack of 


shame that makes me smile. 


"Fuck yeah, suck it" he orders, expecting me to oblige. "Work that cock. Suck me dry." Isn't he lovely when he 
tries and acts out? | love it. Love the dirty talking. Always did, but Dave stucking in to be the mean guy is 
quite a show. However, against all odds, the roaring king of the jungle really turns into a whining cub as my 


grip tightens. "Please." 


With a huge smirk printed on my face, | shake my head quite amused. If they'll crown a saint in this place, 
that'll be me. No fucking doubt. So | start off by digging for holy water. His boxers are gone even before he 


can ask for it, his hips so firm and delicious to grasp as | give his length a testing lick, to which Dave react by 


shuddering and whining one my Tongue is gone. 
"Please, T" he whines louder. "It hurts." 


And it does, indeed. | wouldn't get the upper hand on a sick man unless it was the only way to make him feel 
better. That, and Dave's way too fucking hot to be legal. How's that? Call me doctor Hawkins, cause the cure is 
working, too. How could something so benefic to one being bad for another? A little exsperimentation never 


killed anyone, after all. 


So | carefully wrap my lips around the head and suck tentatively, studying his reactions before sinking further 
down and enjoy the feeling of his throbbing manhood down my throat. Surprisingly easy considering | haven't 
done it before, | push it to the limit and bury my nose into his hair, encouraged by blessing hands that pull me 
slowly back up and quickly back down. We set a pace, at first sluggish but then faster and more properly, that 
gives him some advantage to use me without getting me to choke on his dick, which he totally tried to do in 
the beginning. Now he's got a steadier grip so | let him fuck my mouth when he feels ready to. He does it so 
eagerly, sending the head to hit the back of my throat, until he's at a loss for energy and | pick it up, fast and 
tight, getting him all wet and hot, making him squirm on the mattress. 


'l-I'm.. so close.." he chokes out in between moans and | suck him faster, with a palm shrouding swollen balls, 
escorting him right to the edge of demeanor, tossing him right into the welcoming arms of blind pleasure. It 
doesn't take long, indeed, before he lets out a loud groan and spills down my throat, fingers holding tight onto 
the tangle of my hair, my name halfway of his lips. 


In the heat of the moment, | don't mind swallowing him to every last drop before sitting back up and wiping my 
lips clean with the back of my hand. That was fast and sloppy, but l'm sure it helped. Sure helped him, not me, 
making it possibly worse for my little huge problem, but we'll fix it later. As | lay back down next to him, | 
check if he's fine and he's in fact better, or so he looks. 


Peaceful, warm and finally calm, he scoots closer on my chest, purring like a kitten fast asleep. 


Keep me awake 

"T... Taylor..2" 

Sticky hair smell of the unmistakable Hawkins’ scent I've learned to fill my lungs with and come back to at the 
studio, at home, backstage, every season of my life. For the first time in a while, | feel like I'm starting to 
breathe again despite the body pain. Limbs itch and hurt but I'm cozy and warm, oddly so. 

"Hey... Morning, sleepyhead.” 

| look up. A bright, tentative smile is all | want to wake up to for the rest of my life, note to self. That's all | 
ask for. That's before | remember where we are. | can't help but sigh and lair down against Taylor's chest 
again Its warm and smooth, so soothing, and his hand stroking my hair softly makes me feel safe, like a stray 
dog rescued from the storm. 

"You've been sleeping forever." 

"| feel like | did’ | say, and it comes out in muffled sounds. He laughs soothingly, leaning back to the metal 
headboard, keeping my body draped over his, a pillow in between. He's the kind of guy to do that in the morning 
or at night, after sex, a cigarette hanging from his fingers as he draws nonsense with the callous tip of his 


fingers all over my back 


| feel like that's something | could easily get used to all over again. | wouldn't have to struggle, because it's all 


already there, buried not so deep. 
"Do you want to sleep some more?" 


He sounds like he can't think of anything better to say, maybe he's tired. Has he been sleeping? Of course he 
must've had to..right? 


'lm..fine, | guess. Didn't you sleep?" 
| hear him sigh. "Couldn't sleep. You kept me awake." 


Only then, | roll on my side and face him. He looks quite tired, ready to fall asleep here and now but for some 


reason he doesn't. That reason, | realize, it's me. 
"Did |?" 


He giggles, looking so tired. | read something more than that.. but maybe it's just my scrambled brain finally 
gone to shit. 


"You were feverish. And talked a lot" he adds, smirking tentatively. | mirror him on instinct, my legs 
intertwining with his for the same principle. The thought that such a natural gesture might bother him doesn't 


even cross my mind for a second, but when it does, he hasn't protested yet so | don't mention it. 
| need us back on the same page, considering we're on the same boat, in the same room, whatever. 
"What did | say?" | joke. "Anything we can put down into lyrics?" 


„before | realize we could never be back to a recording studio or simply home together. He doesn't seems to 
mind though, | can read in his eyes he's all about the now and know him well enough to know we'll figure the 
rest out later. Then | remember he doesn't recall none of this. /do. There's no us, because there's no 
recollection of our past together in Taylor's mind. I'm the one - the only one - still sticking to our old life. He's 
out of it. He walked out the day he decided to go to that center and have it wiped away forever from his 


mind. 
"Don't think so." 


| guess | always knew how handsome Taylor could be without realizing it, he could charm the pants off 
anything and anyone. So when he smirks down at me and pass a hand through his hair, | know what he's doing. 
A glimpse of mischief run across his eyes as he pretend to be playing with the hem of the pillow. He runs his 


fingers up and down the zip, then lets them explore my forearm and tattoos nonchalantly. 
"But you were needier than usual.” 


| moisten my lower lip. The conversation is taking an interesting twist and | feel like all problems are light years 
away, not my fault, not my concern cause as long as he's around, he's my gravity and the source of all my 
comfort. For the first time since we're inmates, | feel like living here for the rest of my life could be not so 


bad. | know, it's absurd, but nevertheless wicked, too. | want.. need to deepen this feeling so bad. 


"And what did | need, Taylor?" 


| cant love you like this 


"You sure were needier than usual." 


| moisten my lower lip. The conversation is taking an interesting twist and | feel like all problems are light years 
away, not my fault, not my concern cause as long as he's around, he's my gravity and the source of all my 
comfort. For the first time in what | believe could be a few days, | feel like living here for the rest of my life 
could be not so bad. | know, it's absurd, but nevertheless wicked, too. | want.. need to deepen this feeling so 


bad. 
"And what did | need, Taylor?" 
My voice's steadier, whereas his Adam's apple bobs. 


"You... called my name." Tentatively, | move his hand to my bare hips and | feel it tremble as his lips does, eyes 
glued to mine to hold on to every word cause he needs it, too. "Seemed to be pretty hot. You were hot. Your 


body." 
“Twas hot for you.” 
"So hot and sweaty..." 


His eyes are far from close, following my hand as it gets a hold of his and leads it under the soft pillow 
between our bodies. | can feel it warm and firm, no sign of uncertainty as he lets me have my way. He stands 


still and says nothing, but as soon as his palm reaches my stomach, it doesn't need my leadership no more. 


“Still am" | murmur in his ear, pulling up against the headboard, hot breath warming up his jaw and a gaze like 
Medusa's he's trying to avoid. It's so painfully pleasing to have him like this. His sweaty forehead pressed to 
my face, his hand moving as if throughout flames. | can't help feeling guilty and, at the same time, | would kill 
for it. All of it. OF him. 


Still irises, pointed on the cushion, watch our hands brushing one against the other beneath soft fabric. Eyelids 


squeeze. Hard, 

Slowly, his hand travels downward to find me rock hard, eagerly waiting for some sweet relief only he can give 
me. | pant a little with anticipation to test his limits and then some, only to push him right off the cliff of 
decency as soon as possible. 


"Fuck. Fuck yeah, Taylor. | still need it so bad. Need you so bad" 


Wet of me, his grasp closes around my erection, the palm teasing my balls softly. Its all sweet nothing that 


sets me on fire and quenches a pain | was growing accustomed to without realizing, but when his thumb 


travels up my length and explore the wetness, my head starts spinning and a slutty moan escapes my throat. 


"Sure do." His voice is rough and low in my ear, like l've never heard it. Sounds like a lover's or a predator's, | 
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can't tell the difference right now or | simply don't mind. "Will you beg for me to do it?" 


All of my survival instincts are long forgotten, the only response kicking in is submission. His scratchy chin 


brushes against my jaw, coarse lips against my temple. My eyes close. 
"Yes" | reply in a hurry, before he change his mind. As if he would. As if he.. could. "Yes, please. Touch me." 


"How?" He's demanding now. | like it. | need it. | want all of it. He squeezes a little and all pleads flow out of my 


mouth as if they had always been there. 

"Jerk me. Make me... Fuck. Make me come, Tay." 

Out of the corner of my eye, | catch all of his neediness and attention to the scene before us, before his 
thumb smears pre-come all over my tip. Fucking stars, | see. It explores the tender skin carefully, like a new 
territory, and pushes himself even further, teasing the soaking wet slit, dilating it as | hold on to his shoulder 
for dear life and moan shamelessly. If there's a hell, | don't mind going there. Never did, but this is... fuck 


"Tell me how you want it" he orders, wrinkling his face from how turned on and torn he is by all of this. 


"Damn, you're so wet for me. Love seeing you so docile. Makes me wanna..." 

His grip tightens and moves with experience, quicker and quicker up and down my hard-on. | feel like l'm gonna 
burst anytime now and he has just begun with it. Fuck, still as good as | remembered him. Still so cheeky, still 
blessed with pretty talented hands. The dream of any touring drummer, really. A well-endowed partner and a 
very special masseuse. Speaking of aching.. 

‘Fill me, T. Please. | can't take it anymore. It hurts so.. beautifully.. | need so much more." 


"You really want me to fuck you?" he asks, on the fence. He looks battled, like this too far for him. Or for me. 


| look in his eyes as he tentatively asks for my permission He doesn’t need it, | trust him blindly, but | take a 


deep breath and nod for him as fast as | can, to let him know | won't break. I'm already broken anyway. 
"Dave, | don't know...” 
"Look," | stop him. He's so battled behind those horny irises. "I don't know how long.. Can we talk about it later?" 


"You don't know what you're talking about, Dave. But l.. What you're feeling.. They.. Don't you feel like we're 


rushing? Don't get me wrong, | want it, just." 


"And | do, too. | need it so bad, Taylor, and you know it. You can see it. And | can, too. | don't know why we're 


here and why this is happening and if itll ever have an end but if there's one thing I'm sure of is." 


Spill it. 
Be a man, for once in your life. 
How many years have you spent, dancing around the topic? 


So many. 


And there's no drink that can match whatever l'm feeling in me now, either, so you know it's gotta be one of 


those now-or-never kind of bullshits. 
"Don't. Don't say it." 


Against all odds, | lift my eyes and see him break for the first time since we're here. He looks empty, pitiful. 
Lost. 


"We'll talk about it. Later. Now.. if you want it, let me show you what I feel. Just don't speak a word, | couldn't 
take it" 


The actual truth 
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Slowly but firmly, | nod. | don't know where this is going. | suppose we're on the same track, only time will tell 
but minutes going by makes me more and more anxious. Shut up, be patient. Even though my body is getting 
the upper hand, right now. The reason clicks in my mind for a split second, but it's just a flash. 


A tangle of tubes.. Morphine maybe... Feeling fifteen and that horny again.. Maybe that's what we're here for. 
Maybe not. Maybe later. With all the questions that are hopefully gonna be answered. 


We move as one, heavy bodies rolling on metal until he's on top of me. His hand, still on my dick, lets it go and 
grabs my leg instead, pushing it up. | close them around his hips, securing him there so he can't pull out now, 
even though he doesn't seem to mind. Not at all 


Instead, he smiles and bends over me, and that's when | realize this is the closest we've ever been, facing each 
other, since we're locked up together. No pillows between us, no excuses, no stalling nor wastes of time. Just 
hazel eyes locked to mine, that expression that's been filling my dreams for so long | can barely admit it and 
lips, those lips finally crushing hard against mine, like the loudest crash and the hardest smack and the 


sweetest breach I've ever experienced, cause it's the one | longed for the most. 


It takes my breath away, having him buried this deep in me after so long, and it takes me an instant to kiss 
him back, because it's Taylor, it's always been Taylor, the missing piece, and now that | have him, I'm confused, 
| don't want to let go, l'm scared to let go or look back at whatever we were till ten minutes ago. | want it. 
Want it to last forever. | almost choke him, too, but when we part, that's when we really start finding each 


other. 


Teeth clash, tongues gets bitten in the collision, but | don't want to stop the same way he doesn't seem to 
mind. Is almost like a relentless mating dance ritual | can't get enough of, plus knowing its Taylor, Taylor is on 
the other side, getting a grip of me, almost throwing me off the edge, sends shocks down my spine and to my 


crotch. 


Every thrust is harder, coming faster, rougher, as the groans leaving his throat. Only when | bang my head 
against the closet, | dare to push against it with my palms open. It doesn't stop Taylor, instead he grabs my 


waist in a frenzy and sits back down, bringing me on top of him. 


Yet, | need it. | need more. Even as his hips crushes against mine and he feeds me hunger for his kisses. | kiss 
him with despair, moaning for the rough grasp on my ass, that's it, that's it and then.. | realize its never 


gonna be enough, | don't want it too, he doesn't, its never gonna stop and maybe this tremendous bliss will be 


the only thing left for us after tonight or today. He's always gonna throw me down this cliff to grab me and 
bring me back up and while delirium flows through my mind, | pour hot, dense pleasure on his chest, and he, 

too, lets go of my dick and buries himself into my body, quivering as if he's being freaking possessed, hot jizz 
flowing into my body. 


And that's when it strikes, like a lightning, and a firm warning announced by Taylor's voice itself, the distorted 
version of a memory, rings inside of my head. The realization is dreadful, | don't know how this is hitting me 


right now but the fastest the seconds go by, the clearer | see it. No. No, no, no. It can't be. 
You dont know what you're talking about, Dave. But | 


| do. 


Quickly, | shove him away and crawl against the closet, covering myself as | can, wounded and angry and 
fearful. It can't be. It can't. Does he actually remember? Is it possible? Does he think | had my brain wiped 


clean too? 


For a few moments, he recovers and pants and sits on his ass, palms curled around the edges of the surface, 
off which | consider throwing him even if as a fast-gone fantasy, but when his eyes meet mine, | witness him 
squirming his face in confusion. It takes him a while, but it hits him too, eventually. And he sits back up, 
wearing the expression of a guilty puppy like | will buy this shit. 


"Dave..." 


He reaches out, crawls toward me, even Stops when | glare at him and push back against the closet. "All this 


time.. you knew!" 

Panic crosses hazel irises. So it's true. 

"Dave, let me explain. | am so, so sorry. Let me just...” 

The fucker goes for it, again, but this time I'd rather give the bone-breaking pastime another chance, anything 
to avoid this. This is the mon | thought was my best friend, and not only. My brother. The better half of my 


apple, the missing piece of my puzzle. And it all crumbles like a weak house of cards, blown away by the 


realization that for this whole time he's been aware, someway, somehow, about what was going on 


Another step and | don't think twice about it. The hard metal of the tube slams mere inches from his hand, 
rendering us deaf for a moment. It's a long moment before | realize | grabbed the metal tube from the top of 


the closet and used it, but does it even matter? 
"Fucking. Stay. There." 


Even more surprisingly, I've got my voice back. It doesn't sound as mine, but doesn't sound as that pathetic 


excuse of crying shame either. Still, the most unbelievable part is that something inside of me breaks as | 


watch Taylor lean against the cold surface, sweaty forehead and palms pressed on it to give up and cry. 


"Dave" he whimpers, wraps his head with his arms. "Dave.. l'm so.." He shakes it, like it's empty, as it probably 
is, and makes me want to beat him hard, so hard, for being such a miserable slut. But | don't. | resist. Instead, 
| want to hear him admit it. Admit it was a mistake. Admit how wrong he was and how sorry he is he hurt 


me. And, most of all, what the hell happened to him. 
"Cut the act and start talking." 


‘lm sorry, Dave.. | really am. | didn't mean to lie to you, believe me when | say | didn't want to. | found it out 


and didn't know what to do myself." 
"Whatever. When did you find out?" 


Like | wouldn't find out, too. And he's still keeping it up! All this charade they built for him. Now we're stuck in 
another one when | wanted to forget him my way, trying another road, serving science, only to stumble into 


Taylor Hawkins again 


How great it was to find out | had been fooled. Really? Did you really think they would've given a normal 
chance to Dave Grohl? You served it on a silver plate, mate. A couple rockstars wandering lost and broken, 
free for them to perform and sell as many tickets to the show as possible. And what for, the sake of 
progress? Nope, entertainment again. We're on display. Probably on national TV or something. The comeback of 


the year. 


| should've seen it coming, instead | sold myself for pennies, just like Taylor did And | feel to be in the right 
when I've been trying to do the same exact thing Taylor did, only my way? The truth is | wanted to be right, 


not forgiven. 


"A while back. | started wondering, started experimenting with the pills. | was surprised you didn't. But it was 
soon obvious they were hormonal controllers." Wait, the fuck? "| knew you would've refused to take them if 
you had known, so | didn't tell you. It wasn't the only reason, though. l." Gaze low and restless hands, | watch 
him vacillate for a moment and it hopelessly melt my heart. | know where he's going and it's all | have ever 
wanted back. "| wanted you, Dave. | needed you. | felt something for you, too. Still do. Never mind if we'll be 
locked in here for the rest of our days. l'd stay if | was given the chance to go and you weren't. There's 


nothing for me out there. There never was. So.. Dave, are you okay?" 
Uselessly, | nod as tears tarnish my vision and a worried Taylor reaches out to me, swimming through the 
waterworks. Well, fuck me. He was feeling like a monster for hiding from me that the pills are hormonal 


controllers. What should | feel like, then? 


"| just..." 


Am an idot. | thought you remembered the truth Ive been trying to hide so hard, but you didn’t so oops, Im the 
little shit who fucked up. Cause, | mean, how bad can it be, being aware of an oblivious someone's real identity 
and past life compared to having a potential good theory about a Viagra-based treatment? That's what | get 
for never shutting that trap. 


"Just breath, right now. Then we'll talk" he offers with a smile, pulling me close to his chest. But how can | 
stop when his hand is back to stroke my hair so softly? 


Somehow, | manage to. | need to, | need to tell him the truth and he needs to know it. Needs to know he's not 
the only one who lied. Actually, his lie is a tiny brick compared to mine. Hey, not my fault, he's the one who 
decided to wipe his mind clean. 


"Okay" | clear my throat and sit back up, leaving his chest reluctantly. I'd stay there forever, but | can't. He 
needs to know who | am, he is, we are, before we go on. “Taylor. There is something you need to know. You're 
not the only one who lied. Actually." Take a deep breath, Grohl. There's no way back from here. "Actually, | 


knew who you are." 


| can love you like this 
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"Okay" | clear my throat and sit back up, leaving his chest reluctantly. I'd stay there forever, but | can't. He 
needs to know who | am, he is, we are, before we go on. “Taylor. You're not the only one who lied. Actually.” 


Take a deep breath, Grohl. There's no way back from here. "Actually, | know who you are." 


He smiles stupidly. "Yes, you do. And I'm glad | met you" he murmurs, innocent as kid. Well, give a minute and 


you'll rue the day you did..for the second time. 


"Yes, but I'm not talking about right now. | mean | knew you. | knew who you were from the day | walked in 


through those doors." 


A little bewildered, he scrunches his face but still nods. This is not gonna end well, but at least he can't run 


away this time. Selfishly so, l'm afraid, but its already something. 
"0-okay. You're scaring me a little, Dave." 


"No need to be scared, but listen. | knew who you were because.." Sigh all you want motherfucker, then find the 
balls to spill the fucking beans already. "Because you were my best friend. And drummer. Foo Fighters, we toured 
the world for years together, winning crap, making records.. We were pretty damn famous, whatever. We were 


also a thing. As in.. together. Lovers." 


The last word stings on the tip of my tongue, sending chills down my spine. His eyebrows rise, lips twist into a 
weird expression. Disbelief? Alarm? Who can tell? 


"Oh." 

"Yeah. We lived together, toured together. All of that." 

"We were pretty close" he notes in a whisper. My mouth goes dry. 

"Yeah, we were. The touring life was frantic but we didn't mind, or | thought we didn't. We were doing great 
and everyone thought that would never end. But one day, | don't know what happened. You woke up and you 
were tired. Tired of rushing from one interview to the next one, tired of spending eight months behind a drum 


kit playing with the very same band and your back hurting, tired of being part of a popular music phenomenon 
| think Tired of being with a popular music phenomenon. Me." 


Without realizing, the corners of my lips must have turned downwards cause | see Taylor smile sadly and 
reach out to my cheek, stroking softly with a thumb. Instinctively, | shivered. | didn't let anyone touch me this 
way for a long time. But this, this is Taylor, and | give in without a question now that | can. | see him part his 
lips as if to say something, but | don't let him. 


"We fought for weeks, the press was obnoxious, tons of paparazzi were sticking to our windows to get the 
scoop of us breaking up. Someone even spread that | hit you, that wasn't true. In fact, we tried to work it out. 
We tried anything, shrinks and friends and all, it was useless. Because the problem was me. | couldn't bear to 
let go. Foo Fighters were my thing, my baby. There was always another date, another stadium to fill, another 
record or interview to release. | wanted everything to be perfect and original, to do thing no one had done 
before. The world was watching. And everyone had to stay in line, that's how it worked, or all of my efforts 
would've been thrown to the wind. You tried to warn me you were at your wits end, the guys did too, but the 
producers were on my side, friends, fans and colleagues were too. | couldn't let go. We were almost perfect, | 
was making it. And that's where | lost you. You found this special clinic selling people like you second chances... | 
didn't see it coming, | was too busy staring at myself and all | had accomplished to mind. Anyway, there was 
this center. It wasn't cheap, but that wasn't the point. The point was leaving everything behind. For an 
exorbitant price, they would've wiped part of your memory clean, the part you wanted clean to start a new 
life. You packed your stuff and it was like my heart broke when | realized you were serious about it. That was 
what | had earned. | tried to stop you in vain, it was too little, too late. You were gone with all of me and | 


realized it too late." 
His eyes study me, | can feel them crawling under my skin as | live again what | went through back then. 


"I tried to carry on and it worked for a while. Everyone was disappointed, but | made it work somehow. You 


know me.. | mean, you know." 
Scratch that. Embarassing. Next! 


"Except the whole thing sucked and it was plain to see. The band was a wreck, | was a wreck, the guys didn't 
want to talk to me. Hell, Nate didn't even look at me in the eyes. Chris had started distancing himself from the 
band. Pat was the only one to understand, but he didn't agree anyway - just like my mom. Geez, he knew | was 
wrong before /knew | was wrong. So | left. | looked for something new, | don't even know what. | wanted to turn 
the page, | guess. Had | wanted to, | couldn't have found you, you were nowhere to be found and | got a 
restriction order for the story the paparazzi made up about me beating you up. | didn't, you rolled with it 
when | didn't agree to let you go and get your brain wiped clean. However, | found an announcement on the 
newspaper, one day. Someone forwarded it to me through the mail. It was a non-governmental project, a 
chance to think about something else for a while and try something different, a chance to slide out of the 
spotlight and leave the role of great, everything's-possible, rock n'roll guy the world has its eyes on to 


someone else. | was tired, | figured maybe that was what | needed to find or lose myself for a bit. So...” 
"So here you are." 


| rise my gaze to meet his eyes. They're clear, his face rested like after a storm. 


"Yeah. This is pretty much it. | am so sorry for letting you go." Fuck, what else am | supposed to say? Cmon 
Don't let me down now. Say something, Im chewing on my conscience here. IF | still have one. Then go for his | 
hear voices now, great. "Don't even dare apologizing to me. | was wrong since the start and still pretended not 
to know you because it was too hard to face you and admit | was the one in the wrong. For all this time, | had 
the excuse you walked away and broke my heart. But the truth is did anything in my power to make it happen 


and didn't even bother to apologize. I'm sorry." 


Slowly, he nods and stares at me in silence. | bathe into it, accept it until it starts getting on my nerves. Five 


minutes of silence is too fucking much, even for someone who's in the wrong. 


"| feel like a complete idiot, T" | giggle nervously. "Talk to me, please. Curse me, if you want to. I'm open to 


anything.” 


Did | sound a little desperate? | so am, and he keeps staring at me with that blank face whispering what the 

shit. He looks understanding, must be, also considering he hasn't punched me yet, but he also looks as weirded 
out as if he just went through Beetlejuice's Titty Twister experience and lived to tell about it. Say something, 
anything, ugh 


"All | have to say is.. |f | really was tired of being with you, | was an idiot and l'm glad I've wiped that part of 
me clean" A shy grin plays on his lips and it looks so childish, | almost want to cry. 


Keep it together, man Are you a little girl or what? Fire, fine. 


"lts not just that, T. You wanted more. A life out of the spotlight, a normal partner, a family. | understood 
that. You wanted the chance of starting off fresh, | couldn't give you that.” 


"So | did it anyway against all the advices and look where it's led me. | can't believe | was such an idiot. l'm a 


jackass. | deserve this for not listening to you." 
"Don't even say it, | pushed you to do it. | was the idiot.” 


"Yeah, and | actually went and booked a lobotomy at Doctor Freak's clinic cause my back hurt and | was tired 
to explain myself during interviews. | mean, you're understandable, l'm a fucking moron If | had known a long 

time ago the reason why | ended up playing in the streets for pennies was me being a whiny bitch, | would've 
come back to that clinic for good. Maybe they had some better brains, | would've signed up for a Frankestein 


brain swap experiment, too. You mustve foreseen this. Or did | do it again against all odds?" 
"I did it too, man. After all that happened with you." 


"We're both idiots, dude, let's call it square. Even if | have no idea how could | possibly be so fucked in the 
head." 


| giggle. Sounds about right. "Fine by me. | guess we were never brainiacs." 


"That would explain a lot" he says, feigning exaggerated surprise. A laughter bubbles out of me so light, 
wrapping us both in stupidity as we giggle and lean onto each other till he hugs me and kisses the top of my 
head, quelling our childish snickering. He's back He's back for real 


"| like that we are so stupid that we got back together." 


"Yeah" | smile against his shoulder, feeling at peace with myself after what feels to be forever. It takes so 
much and so little, | feel stupid for not having started fighting earlier for what | should have fought, but here 


we are, heart in hand, and we don't need to look back any longer. "I like it, too." 


Taylor's smile could brighten up a room by itself, but we can live together in the dark for another day, as long 
as he gives me the air to breath between one make-out session and the next. We cuddle a little and 

everything is perfect again, so perfect | wouldn't mind living in here for the rest of my life if we weren't both 
claustrophobic jackhammers filmed to be sold to the best offer or actually studied by a bunch of sick fuckers, 


which is possibly worst. 


And right when | think that's way too absurd and far and away for me to bother about from my little nest of 
happiness, the matted glass gates of hell open alongside our heart-shaped, distracted eyes. 


Action and reaction 
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"We tried to give you a chance." 


Its Doctor Death himself talking and he sounds exactly like a robot. If | hadn't shaken his hand I'd say he'd 
make a perfect one. Do robots line up in Hollywood to audition as Terminator? | should pass some number to 
this guy. And, oh, all of the rookies lining up against the wall by the sides of the entrance. Didn't | already see 


this scene in one of the old Star Wars? 


"You knew the rules very well, we made sure you followed them day after day" the speakers crackle 


grotesquely. 


Sounds like the manly voice for cinematic trailers. ls he the guy? Note to self, | want an autograph. The most 
evil among the evil, but where's the flame and mean laughters? Some guys really are not cut for these drama 
things, but Dr. Death has been trying pretty hard, so far. Gotta give it to him.. but stick to the dubbing, 
buddy. 


"We watched you sleep and interact and gave you everything you might have needed. But you are not 
cooperating. So what would you like to happen now that you have disobeyed your contractual duties?" 


Fair question. Right now, all | would want would be some pizza and a blanket. Taylor's pretty warm, but l'm 
always shaking like a leaf at home and even worse over here so yeah, this isn't exactly my number one dream 
destination for a romantic escapade. I'd do some sketchy things for a cigarette and a few slices of pizza. | 
know, | said | quitted, but once you're a convict, everything works. And hey, we can adjust the set, don't we? | 
guess we do, screw the contract. Wasn't it a sexscapade, though? We might use a little lube, too. Gotta jot 
down a list for Dr. Death's next grocery shopping trip. Hopefully we'll beat Jennifer Aniston's crazy contractual 
demands, we're two and have got Taylor's pickiness by our side. 


"What would you expect to happen to uncooperative subjects like you?" 


A little bored, | glance at my playmate and wink. He looks weirded out by Dr. Death's silly script as much as | 
am, a lot less amused though. Of all things I've heard in my life, this speech is by far the most ridiculous and 
less intimidating one. | find it pretty hard to think Taylor could ever be scared by this guy and his poorly paid 
co-authors. | mean, have you ever read the drafts to some of One by one's lyrics? That's all | have to say. 

Ah, there you go. | was wondering where the voice was coming from, if he was taking a shower or having his 


hair done but nope, here he is. Same old lab coat. Laundries must not be that great, around here. 


"Mr. Grohl, what do you say? It is so rare to render you speechless and such a shame to interrupt such a 
special moment for you two." 

Just now, | realize we're only wearing thin boxers in front of a team of fully-clothed assistants whose eyes 
are melting at the mere thought of ripping our pubic hair off one by one and studying them microscopically. 
| say hi, its been a while." 

"Very funy, mr. Grohl." 

"Not as much as your program was, but it's over. What are we still here for, honestly?" 

No, | couldn't avoid give him the stink eye at this point. We're surrounded by the men who hired us, still they 
look more like they own us. | wonder what would happen if | dropped a lawyer or two over here. Maybe they'd 
make tea and chill. Maybe not. 

"You know what you're here for, mr. Grohl.” 


"| don't know, do 1? What part of it was true?" 


"Mr. Grohl.. | can assure you this is a non-governmental institute of research with the purposes that were 
exposed to both of you in great detail. Our aim is to study the human behavior and sexuality in situations like 
these, how to say, pushed to extreme sometimes with the help of synthetic substances, which is specified in 
the terms of the contract you signed, too. Now, if you think you and mr. Hawkins were chosen based on 
different terms, that's your problem, not mine. | can assure you if Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers showed up 


and signed the contract, they would have received the very same treatment.” 


"Instead you got Batman and Robin right off the cover of Rolling Stone. | see how the circumstances are very 


casual." 


"Should | suppose you're implying | would be lying about the project, mister? What would you be willing to do 
about it?" 


‘Oh, I've got a couple things in mind but you'd probably like them." 


"| see. Something that would file under acts of insubordination. Mr. Jones, please signal that signs of irritation 


are showing." 
"Irritation? Oh, suck my dick. Where's the back door in this madhouse? We're leaving, T" 
"And aggressiveness. Just as expected." 


"Add obscenities, too, Jonesy darling. And kidnapping. Right after sexual abuses. | know you know how it's spelled, 


even if you forgot to mention it on paper." 


“Therefore, preventive and corrective actions must be taken in order to put the subject back in his place" he 
continues, trying to keep his temper in front of his most unruly student. 


"Yeah, let's do it. Come to daddy, motherfucker." 
"Morrison, Craus, Evans. Take care of it" 


Instinctively, | growl to them like a feline pushed in the corner, fingers holding tight onto Taylor's arms, but 
when an electric shock suddenly runs through my body from shoulder to toe, they let him slip away as if 
paralyzed. Out of the corner of my eye, the head of doctors is standing proud, a wily smirk on his wrinkly 
face, holding a long teaser. Screw him. But on the other side stands Taylor, held up and still as a wild animal by 
a team of assistants waiting for instructions. Seeing him so scared and helpless makes something into me stir, 
gets me thinking frantically about the best next thing to say, especially as doctor Death is still sparking half a 
meter from my sore body. Among all features | don't like about him, his look directed at Taylor is the one 
that drives me mad the most right now. | can't stand it. Whip me, torch me, whatever. But him.. 


And what if he's just decided that he wants to give me a lesson? That would be the perfect moment, no one 
would hinder his intentions. The last thing | need and want is to get Taylor hurt and risk losing him again after 
all we just went through. 


"See, mr. Dave, this is my laboratory. | can do anything in here. | make things happen. | organize the work, 
everyone has their job. That's how a perfect machine works. Unfortunately, every once in a while, one of the 
cogs thinks he can mess with our whole, strenuous albeit perfect process up for the sake of rebellion and, 
well, that's very stupid cause the little cog should know that can't end well for him" he explains, stepping 
quietly toward Taylor. Casually, he lets his hand slip into blonde hair and yanks his head back in a swift, rude 
movement. "But maybe, you would like to witness some other kind of experiment. Say, you're ambitious, | knew 


it from the moment we met." 


A laser-like gaze draws a perfect line across Taylor's throat as the hand jerks the mane backwards with 
violence. | can feel it on me and my lower lip quivers in sync with Taylor's Adam apple's bobbing. The doctor is 
right, there's no way out of here but through and | can't afford this price when the head of my reason of life 


is ready to be served on a silver plate because of my stubbornness. 


Regardless of my inner uproar, the doctor extracts a pocketknife from the lab coat and approaches it to 


Taylor's glinting, scared eyes and then his tense throat. 


"Hold on, hold on" | exclaim, in a hasty, shaking voice that betrays my fears more than | wish it to. “Alright, 
alright. You win. Let me fix this." 


However, a bitter laughter is the cruel answer to my plead. l'm not getting what | want this easy, | wasn't 
hoping to. Knowing doctor Death, he's gonna have some fun and some great footage out of this crappy 


situation As he loves to say, he's invested in us, after all. 


| refuse 
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Regardless of my inner uproar, the doctor extracts a pocketknife from the lab coat and approaches it to 


Taylor's glinting, scared eyes and then his tense throat. 


"Hold on, hold on" | exclaim, in a hasty, shaking voice that betrays my fears more than | wish it to. "Alright, 
alright. You win. Let me fix this." 


However, a bitter laughter is the cruel answer to my plead. I'm not getting what | want this easy, | wasn't 
hoping to, honestly. Knowing doctor Death, he's gonna get some fun and some great footage out of this crappy 
situation. As he loves to say, he's invested in us, after all. This is what he does, or what it seems to be - he 
kidnaps former famous dudes escaped from the public eye, forces them to fuck one another, and once he's 
pleased with one of them rising up, he unleashes his apes. Maybe we're the first of many, who can tell. | just 
know how much fun he's having with it. Makes you wonder why the guy didn't open a podcast earlier in his life. 
Maybe instead of, you know, torturing people with a lab coat on and his hand shoved in his pants. But nope, it's 
routine stuff for him, you know. Still a better show than Keeping up with the Kardashians. 


"| know | am right, Dave." His look is back on me for what | think might a split second, that's all | will get, but 
no, they're fixed there like magnets as the sharp blade brushes against Taylor's throat and cuts it, only to run 
down his chest, digging a barely dry river of fresh blood in the least impressive act of insult ever recorder 


by humankind. A gauntlet? More like a manicure. 


Just when l'm about to ask if that's all, doctor Death walks out of the room and so do all of his assistants, 
turning their backs to us back | waste no time wondering why, stupidly, and check Taylor instead. He's quite 
shaken and tied up but he's fine. They would've never endangered one of their precious subjects, would they? 


In fact, we've got only handcuffs to take care of. 


Glasses would be helpful at the moment, my sight has been going to shit for a while now, but when the doors 
open and four massive men with hard expression and no name tags pinned on their shirts walk in, | can tell 


they aren't here to bring me those glasses or any other help. 


"Wow. ‘kay, guys, that's quite an impressive entrance. | know you're just here to do what you're probably paid 


for but -" 


But I'm stupid and light as a leaf so | get shoved out of the way and held captive by one of them, arms forced 
back and neck down, quickly dropped on my knees with my head yanked back to admire the handiwork of the 
other three, who have Taylor already on his knees despite his attempt to trash and fight back Knuckles 
covered in shiny metal find his face instead, get him to cry out and whimper a little, then more when a hard 
punch hits his stomach. Under the welcoming treatment of the biggest of the team, Taylor gasps for air 
before getting another one and another one. And another one. Another one on the face, one to fuck his brow, 
one to this nose. All while the ape on my back makes sure my eyes are wide open and taking in the cruel sight 
before my eyes, of course. Blood runs warm down his nostrils, wetting quivering lips that | wish were mine. 
Despite my silent rage, | can barely keep my eyes on him. | try to meet his gaze but he's so miserable and 


weak, | feel my heart sink more and more every time he groans in pain 

"Name" the mean, big guy commana, picking up his chin between thumb and index. 

Taylor remains silent and eats another punch. Like this, cuts and blood smeared all over his face, he looks tired 
and surrendering. Like this, he looks like he'd rather die at this point. And when the blow makes his jaw crack, | 


shiver and trash without thinking twice. 


"Taylor! Just leave him alone, its Taylor!" | shout, almost managing to escape my jailer's grip, but he's way Too 


big and probably experienced and | find myself to be gagged an instant later. 

"Tay-lor" he repeats weakly, his approach way less resistant to the three. Spent, his will apperently broken, he 
lets his bruised face go against the white floor, with the ice coldness creeping over his skin hopefully soothing 
a bit, aside from the contact making him hurt like hell. The biggest man bends over next to him and murmurs 
something. 

"Not yours" 

Useless, muffled sounds leave my throat in vain as he coughs blood and drops with his bare chest to the cold 
floor. Don't: Please, fuck, don't. Kill me instead Hazel irises find mine, they're back, smiling sadly, apologizing for 
no reason on Earth, begging me to bring all this to an end. 

"D-Dave" he murmurs in a raspy voice. 


"Louder" the beater orders, eyeing Taylor's almost naked body and raising a brow. 


"| dare you, just fucking touch him.." | warn him, ready to break my arms and never look back. He smirks 
playfully, then turns to the other two and fucking laughs, mocking me, challenging my patience. 


"Say it louder" 


Slowly, the fat guy kneels next to Taylor's head and starts brushing his hair from his bloody face in an almost 
caring manner. Except | know it's not and | would kick him as soon as my arms were free. No, he wants to 

tease me when he brushes his thumbs against those bruised, cut lips, eliciting a whimper from Taylor. My boy 
that's so stupid and cheeky to bite down as hard as he can as soon as he's given the chance, only for a quick, 


cheap laugh, as the security guy cry and then kick him the face, before grasping him tight by the throat. 
"Louder." 


Watching his grip tighten and Taylor's face turn purple wakes something up in me and | trash, even manage to 
free an arm, confident that this will be enough to go and save him. Instead, | feel a piercing pain radiate from 
the lower part of my arm and when | squirm, the ape holding me twists my arm painfully, now pressing the 


broken wrist against my own shoulder blade, the other arm also pressed against my back. 


"Dave" | hear Taylor cry out in a heartbreaking plead, his eyes turned to the big guy next to him as if he 
could stop this. "Dave! David. Dave." He clings to his trousers desperately, even starts crying. "Ma-ake him.. 
stop.. Ple-ase.." 


"Well, Dave," he articulates, nodding at his pal to get him to loosen his grasp on me, which he totally pretends 
to. | feel like | forgot how it was to own arms and shoulders. But do | even care about the intact bones l'm left 
with, at this point? They're one hundred and eight, but I've got only one Taylor and I'd like to keep him alive and 
well, | can't fit him into a huge cast so he has to make it. It's not even a question. Doesn't matter the price. 


"Keep your eyes wide open on Taylor because the following is for you and you know why, you sweet brat" 


"No, no.. Fuck, wait.! I've got all you might want, plenty of money, do you know who | am? | can give you 
anything, we'll never look back to this day, you'll have everything you want. Just spare him, l'm begging you. 
Take me, if you want. You're just following your duties, who can blame you, right? Its just a job, its not worth 


it. You know it, man | can give you anything you want, but please.. fucking spare him. He's not gonna make it" 


Like music for his ears, | see him gleam with stars in his eyes. Straight after, though, a cruel laughter 
bubbles up his throat, followed by his men’s, and it comes with the worst premises ever, knowing smirks and 
shit, till the storm quiets. Is he actually thinking about my offer? Is hearing me begging tingling his fantasy 


enough? 
"Blow him." 
Maybe not. 


There's no misunderstanding when the big guy looks down at Taylor and nods toward me in a nasty invitation, a 
twisted smirk playing on his lips. In case this game wasn't already sick enough. Of course, I'm gonna protest and 
refuse on Taylor's behalf, but he goes for it before me, only to get shoved deeper against the floor. No is not 


an option right now. 


"Look, he's wounded, still bleeding" | try and resonate with the team leader, but he crosses his thick arms over 
his chest and raises a brow, like | can do better than that. "And unless you're going for a shit show, | can 
assure you | couldn't get hard even if | wanted to. He can't do it” 


As if | haven't had enough of being drugged and coerced into sexual abuses, my mind constantly as hazy as on 
an everlasting New Year's Eve themed rollercoaster. Moreover, this is not some Barbie and Ken game gone 
sexual, there is Taylor involved, there is our relationship at stake, after all we have gone through to get back 


together, hell, his survival, too. 

‘Oh, you know how to solve that” A hint of hope, but its too little, too late. " You can make him do it.” 

Our jailer's hand grabs Taylor's jaws roughly, - still softly compared to the rest of the treatment -, and 
stares at me mockingly. Taylor's eyes are tired, hurt, fixed to floor. They're all waiting for me, but | feel like 


they could wait forever cause | just can't get it. My mind won't get it. I'm already over it. 


So it takes a few moments before it downs on me, but once it has, the realization hits as dull and catastrophic 


as an A-bomb in the silence of the colorless room. 

No. No, no, no. 

Raping my best friend isn't even an option. | refuse. Fuck it all. | do refuse. They can't force me, I've got 
nothing to lose. And | don't care if they'll have to kill me and fuck my dead ass instead to avoid that, | won't 


leave this world as a monster. | won't. | would never be able to look at my reflection into a mirror again. 


"So?" the big man spurs me, "Do you go first or do |?" 


